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A BAREFOOT GIRL of about nine was jogging an 
infant up and down in her lap, hugging it to her and trying 
to stop up its wide-open mouth with a sop of chewed 
bread wrapped in a rag. The baby squirmed, turned 
its head from side to side, and drew up its little bare 
legs to its stomach, sobbing convulsively. 

“Oh, shut up!” the little girl burst out crossly at 
last. Laying the baby on the stone flags of the steps, she 
stood up, shook out and smoothed her crumpled print 
frock, leaned against the sun-warmed wall of the house 
with her hands behind her, and an air of saying: 
“Scream yourself sick, go on—but I shan’t. even look 
at you!” 


4 C, FEDIN 


It was at the end of Easter Week, when the celebra- 
tions were over, but the street still had the jaded, weary 
charm of the spring holiday and something of regret 
that it was nearly all over, and a consoling thought that 
the very end had not yet come and there might still be a 
chance of a spree. From the bank of the Volga below, 
wafted through the crooked lanes of wooden houses, rose 
the wailing of a drunken song, now fading into silence, 
now bursting out afresh, and rising to such a pitch that 
all other sounds seemed trifling—the concertina with its 
timbrels far out over the water, the chaotic chiming of 
church bells and the medley of sounds from the busy 
wharves. 

The pavement was strewn with crushed shells of 
Easter eggs—raspberry red, azure, magenta and the dull 
yellowish tan produced by boiling them in onion skins. 
It looked as though the public had had plenty of every- 
thing, of chewing pumpkin and sunflower seeds, and 
munching filberts and walnuts, and sucking caramels: 
the wind blew the shells and papers from the bald round 
cobblestones into pits in the roadway and finally swept 
them towards the brick pavement. 

The little girl stared straight before her. The river 
was in spate, the sandy islets were covered already, the 
left meadow bank looked nearer and heavier, the tur- 
bid, chocolate-and-manure brown of the Volga was cleft 
in twain from bank to bank by a living path of sun- 
light, shimmering like broken glass. There was a smell 
of young poplar leaves, the sweetish riverside silt, mus- 
ty garbage pits. Flies buzzed as they rebounded off the 
walls, only to settle again. Everything was saturated with 
the warmth of springtime, its scents, its sounds, its brick- 
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pavement dust, eddying with the litter of the holiday 
in little whirls raised by the ground wind. 

Now and again nature undergoes significant changes, 
marked by a strange state of expectancy, which per- 
vades everything around and moves us. Springtime, when 
it has ousted winter, tarries awhile, as though savouring 
the victory. Then, having exulted, it takes its course. 
But the momentary pause is in itself enchanting. Nature 
looks at herself and says: what a good thing it is that 
] repeat myself infinitely and renew myself again and 
again! 

The little girl stood there, momentarily and uncon- 
sciously imbued with the spirit of vernal retrospection. 
Her eyes were a deep blue, unusual with pale flaxen 
hair. They were large, and slower than is usual in chil- 
dren of her age, and because of this her glance seemed 
tco concentrated. Her pigtail, which was about a finger’s 
length, was tied with red tape, her frock with its faded 
russet sprigs looked neat enough. 

The baby was stil] screaming and drawing up its 
legs convulsively and still the little girl could not tear 
her gaze from some invisible point, which contained 
nothing and very likely included everything—the song, 
the bells, the mighty river, and the sun shining on it, the 
fragrance of the budding trees and the buzzing of the 
flies, 

Suddenly she turned her head. 

The clip-clop of horses’ hoofs and the spasmodic 
clank of iron on cobblestones broke the silence of thé 
deserted street. A dapple-grey horse caparisoned in- a 
blue tasselled: net was coming along at a trot. The driv- 
er of the hollow-tyred carriage was wearing a white sum- 
mer dust coat and drove with his arms stretched out, 
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shaking the quivering blue reins with pompons in 
the middle. The equipage drew up in front of the little 
girl on the steps and two men alighted from it. 

The first to alight wore a black cape fastened with 
a gilt chain with lions’ heads as clasps, and a soft black 
felt hat that had the sheen of a raven’s wing. He himself 
was dark-complexioned, with a clipped moustache as 
black as tar. The second was dressed in a careless easy 
fashion in a sand-coloured summer coat with a light nap 
and a sand-coloured felt hat with a lilac-tinged ribbon. 
His face, rather flabby and complacent but still young 
and well cared for, looked as though tinted with pastels 
and gave the same impression of lightness and showiness 
as his clothes. 

‘““Well, here we are,” the man in black said in a 
low, unctuous voice. “This is the spot.” 

They looked up at the rusty tin sign “Common 
Lodginghouse,” over the door. Unhurriedly they took 
in the facade of the two-storied house, the stucco pock- 
marked from rain, the windowpanes with their oily 
gleam, patched here and there with putty, the overhang- 
ing eaves with the broken drainpipe. 

“Why don’t you look after that baby, nurse?” the 
man in the light coat admonished her with pretended 
severity. “He’s going blue in the face—he’ll hurt him- 
self.” 

“Not he,” the little girl replied. ‘“He’s a regular howl- 
er, my little brother is—always has been since the day 
he was born. They send me out with him because every- 
body’s sick of him.” 

“Where is your mother?”. 

“In the doss house.” 

The man in the coat blinked as though something 
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pricked his eye, gave a playful little tug at the child's 
pigtail, and asked her: 

“Who gave you your hair ribbon?” 

“Mamma. She has a lot of them. She collects bits 
of stuff from house to house and makes all sorts of 
ribbons.” 

“What for?” 

“To make women’s caps with. She makes caps and 
sells them in Peshka Market.” 

“What do they call you?” 

‘‘Me?—Annochka.” 

“What does your father do, Annochka?”’ 

‘“‘He’s a stevedore on the wharf. And you're gentle 
men, aren't you?” 

The gentlemen exchanged glances, and the dark one, 
throwing back his cape, observed in his peculiarly unc- 
tuous voice: 

‘Nice little girl, isn’t she? Charming, really.” 

And he patted her cheek with his finger tips. 

‘“‘Where’s your father just now, down on the wharf 
or at home?” 

“We haven’t any home. He’s here in the doss house. 
Sleeping off the drink, very likely.” 

‘We might as well start with this one, Alexander,” 
the man in the cape said. “Take us in to see your Papa 
and Mamma, Annochka, will you?” 

And negotiating his billowing cape from side to side, 
he led the way and entered the doss house, with An- 
nochka running after him, carrying the baby, and the 
well-groomed man in the light coat following. 

The cabby shot them a sidelong look like a horse, 
raised his rump, pulled out a short-handled fly-whisk 
from under the dickey-seat, then jumped down, folded 
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back the skirts of his coat and tucked them securely 
behind his belt, then set about flicking the dust off the 
wings of the phaeton in a businesslike fashion. 


ALEXANDER PASTUKHOV, young but already known as a 
playwright, came home to Saratov in the winter of 
1910 to claim his inheritance after his father’s death, 
stayed and struck up a friendship with Egor Pavlovich 
Tsvetukhin, an actor in the local theatre. 

To come down to facts, there was no inheritance. 
Pastukhov’s father, a man of note in the town, had led 
a somewhat senseless existence, running from pillar to 
post in search of a chance to earn a bit of money, now 
employed on the railway, then on the traction service. 
He had a try at publishing a cheap newspaper and even 
stood as candidate for the Second Duma as a Constitu- 
tional Democrat,* but came a cropper in every case, 
knowing how to do only one thing well—wear the cap 
with the red band that betokened his gentle birth. He 
kept mortgaging and pawning everything, even the old- 
fashioned study furniture, once brought here from the 
country estate. It was for the sake of this furniture that 
Alexander Pastukhov had hurried back to the parental 
nest and settled down in the old rooms from whence 
in former years he had gone daily to the model high 
school. 

Now, when he was making his name and one of his 
plays was running in a Moscow theatre and another in 


* The Constitutional Democratic Party was the main party 
of the Russian liberal-monarchist bourgeoisie. 
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St. Petersburg, he no longer saw himself as the boy 
who so short a while ago had been making love to 
schoolgirls, but as a new responsible superior person. 
Therefore the reminiscences that crowded in upon him, 
as he went through the familiar streets or sat in the 
empty rooms of the house where his father had coughed 
and roared in his drink-sodden octave, touched 
him, and he felt all the time something resembling a 
wistful love. He redeemed the furniture, called in a cab- 
inetmaker who filled the house with the sour smell 
of burnt glue and the all-pervading pungent odour of 
cheap tobacco, and went on living and living, in no 
hurry to go anywhere, wondering if he had not been 
sent into this world for some appointed end, and whither 
the star would lead that beckoned him from inscrutable 
heights, at the very outset of the exacting life of an 
author. 

It was not because he felt drawn to actors that Pas- 
tukhov took up with Tsvetukhin. He discerned in Egor 
Pavlovich a man of qa peculiar turn of mind, though a 
born actor, a fact acknowledged by the public, which 
loved the stage as it is loved only in the provinces. 
Tsvetukhin retained the fervour of the seminarist who 
reads forbidden books behind the rector’s back, and 
brought with him from the seminary to the stage life in 
which he had gained a footing, his lasting friendship for 
a schoolmate named Mefody, who played rather dreary 
Supernumerary parts at the theatre. But, unlike the 
actors who were engrossed in the vanities and cares of 
theatre life to the exclusion of all else, Tsvetukhin found 
escape from his fame in loftier spheres, little known to 
him, in invention, in the culture and mysteries of phys- 
ical development, in psychology and music. These were 


10 C, FEDIN 


naive interests and perhaps essentially theatrical, but 
this theatre in no way resembled the daily routine of the 
stage, with its managers, its newspaper reporters, 
conceit of actresses, debts to the bartender, and the 
somnolent boredom of the district police inspector in the 
second row of the stalls. His private life was a rehears- 
al, a permanent rehearsal of a terrifically interesting 
role in some future, unknown production. The part he 
was thus rchearsing emerged from musical, psycholog- 
ically-complex discoveries and took shape in_ hodily 
strength, in muscles able to overcome any will that got 
in the way. Often, in his fantasies, Tsvetukhin met some- 
one who raised his hand against him, and he saw 
himself seize the hand of that villain, force him to his 
knees or fling him on the ground, and pass by, calm, 
majestic, with his cape flung carelessly over one shoul- 
der. Who this person might be and why he crossed his 
path, Tsvetukhin did not know, nor even stop to think 
much about it—he had won, had brought his enemy 
to his knees, so he went on his way, inventing some- 
thing—wings perhaps, or practising the violin. 

The real theatre, even to the “sold out’’ notices at 
the box office and the prompters, was viewed by Tsve- 
tukhin after his own particular fashion. He eonsidered 
that the public could feel only the emotions that had 
been experienced by the actors themselves. Veteran ac- 
tors ridiculed him and said he had caught the Moscow 
vogue for Stanislavsky; what was suitable for Moscow 
was not, in the old actors’ opinion, suitable for the prov- 
inces, where the theatregoer preferred passion to mild 
emotions. 

Tsvetukhin had thought of this pilgrimage to the 
doss house to study “types” because the theatre was re- 
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hearsing Gorky's The Lower Depths and where could 
they be seen to better advantage than on the Volga—the 
real live vagabonds who had reigned for over a decade 
in Russian literature? But his notion was looked down 
upon at the theatre. 

‘What do you want to make of the actor?” the tra- 
gedian demanded. “Have you ever seen me as King 
Lear? Well, there you are! Marius Mariusovich Petit: 
pas* himself kissed me after my performance of Lear. 
Do you mean to say that if I can play kings | can’t play 
some ragamuffin or other? You’re wrong there, Egor. 
Leave it fo the newspaper reporters to go to Guzzlers’ 
Row and study pictures from life. The actor has an altar 
within his soul, understand? Do not defile it with the 
dirt of life. The Art Theatre craze gives you no peace. 
There you go—you don’t even shave olf your mous- 
tache, aping Stanislavsky. But did it ever occur to you 
why the Art Theatre crowd go to study the dregs in 
Khitrov Market? Because they get cold feet when they 
have to act for the highbrows. The highbrows, they 
know, might go and see whether the vagabonds were 
properly done or not. But my idea is to act in such a 
way that the riffraff will come to the theatre to see 
whether they can get up to my standard. 1 play for the 
gallery, not for the highbrows, Egor.”’ 

“Yours is the old way,’ Tsvetukhin said. “Now we 
have to play in a different way.” 

“What for?” 

The whole theatre was asking this question—what 
for ? Would there be bigger box-office receipts from it? 


* Marius Mariusovich Petitpas (1850-1919), a gifted dramatic 
actor who played at the Alexandrinsky Theatre in St. Petersburg. 
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Nobody knew. Would the actors become more popular? 
There was no certainty about this, either. Would it be 
easier to live? This was another big question mark. 
Then why do things nobody knew anything about? 

“One must search,” Tsvetukhin impressed upon 
them. 

“That's wisdom,” the tragedian would say. “But seek 
in your own soul. Everything’s in there. Even the king- 
dom of Heaven, brother. And you—you can’t even find 
a vagabond.” 

Then Tsvetukhin told Pastukhov of his intentions. 

“A very good idea, too,” said Pastukhov, without re- 
flection, only giving his friend a closer scrutiny. “Let’s 
go. And then we'll have lunch.With radishes and what- 
ever goes with them.” 

“VIl put Mefody in the humour for it and he'll ar- 
range it,” Egor Pavlovich rejoined delightedly, “he lives 
near the doss house. Let’s be starting!” 


* 3 OF 


WHEN THEY HAD MOUNTED to the second floor the visitors 
found themselves in a large room, fitted up with close 
rows of bunks. Annochka ran on ahead towards a 
pink print curtain that partitioned off the far corner, 
and dived behind it. Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov looked 
about them with interest. 

The room was bright enough; the windows, which 
had evidently been cleaned for the holidays, revealed a 
vast expanse of sky with white clouds sailing across it 
and the glassy path spanning the Volga from bank to 
bank. Yet the daylight did not enliven these retreats of 
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poverty but only exposed the more unsparingly their 
squalor and that apparently deadened slovenliness— 
the heap of rags, the pail with the dinged sides, the 
basins stowed inlo corners. It was plain that these 
chattels were despised, yet needed; they could not be 
done without. 

By the window a woman was sitting in her chemise, 
giving her head g thorough combing, her oily, light- 
brown hair hanging to her knees. Under the other win- 
dow a ragged figure sprawled, emitting piercing snores, 
his bare fect, and his palms, all in yellow callosities, 
outspread. His head was covered—evidently from the 
flies—by a tattered waistcoat. 

“The Lord of Creation,” Pastukhov observed, meas- 
uring him with a leisurely glance. 

‘We've come at a bad time: it’s empty,” Tsvetukhin 
said. A slit in the pink print curtain opened in alarm, 
an eye flashed for a second and vanished. Tsvetukhin 
stood before the curtain and, with a respectful smile on 
his face, tapped soundlessly at the billowing calico as 
though it were a door. 

“May we come in?” 

A short, large-eyed woman stood wiping her water- 
wrinkled, whitish-pink fingers on her wet apron at a 
washtub, filled at one end with soapsuds and at the 
other with a heap of scraps of material of different col- 
ours. Beside her, Annochka was vigorously rocking 
the cradle in which lay her baby brother, still screaming. 
A man resembling Samson, broad in the chest and shoul- 
ders, but rather flabby, raised himself, leaning on his 
elbow, one leg dangling over the edge of the bunk, and 
lay frowning at the intruders. He was hairy; the fair 
wavy hair, the curling beard and moustache with the 
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light from the window shining through them, looked 
tow-coloured and fine, stirring with every heavy breath. 

‘‘Have you come to see us?” the woman asked. 

“Yes. Permit me...’ Tsvetukhin said, raising his hat 
and revealing thick hair of the same raven’s-wing sheen 
as his hat, so that it looked as though he had merely 
exchanged one hat for another. “We—er—wanted to 
make your acquaintance. Dropped in to see how you're 
getting on.” 

“I’m afraid there’s no room to ask you to sit down, 
sirs. Unless, maybe, you sit here, please,” the woman 
fussed, wiping the edge of the bunk with her apron. 

‘Shift your leg, will you?” she said to the man. 
Looking about the corner and suddenly puffing and 
blowing as if he was in a steam bath, Pastukhov re- 
marked with careless indifference of manner that sug- 
gested he had known this corner and these people all his 
life and was on the friendliest of terms with them: 

“The air here is pretty heavy, isn’t it? Enough to 
kill anyone.” 

“Well, you see, everybody caught cold when they 
opened the windows to clean them and now they’re 
frightened of draughts. The folks all have colds, every 
single one’s ailing with something or other. Summer 
and winter we live in foul air.” 

“You’ve come to gratify your curiosity about poverty, 
have you?” the man suddenly demanded hoarsely. 

“Yes, we want to see the state and conditions people 
live in,” Tsvetukhin replied rather primly, trying to 
make it sound as delicate as he could. 

“In that case, allow me to present the family of 
Tikhon Parabukin,” the man croaked, without altering 
his pose except to swing the leg in the blue homespun 
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trouser-leg as wide as a skirt and the foot shod with 
a bast sandal, tied with string. “Madame Parabukina, 
Olga Ivanovna by name, a working woman, my 
daughter Anna, a self-willed girl, my son Pavlik, six 
months old, and myself, Tikhon Parabukin, a hand- 
some fellow of forty years of age. With whom have 
I the honour?...” 

Pastukhov blinked fast and studied Parabukin with 
a curious, veiled glance—his rather small eyes were 
greenish, his gaze fixed, clinging as glue. The silence 
became too much for Tsvetukhin. 

‘We want to get a better understanding of your sit- 
uation. We do it in your interests, of course—the inter- 
ests of the poorer class.” 

“Then you're showing your interest in the wrong 
place. We aren't the poor class. We’re what you might 
call temporarily distressed, needy for the time being,’ 
Parabukin corrected him. “My daughter, who is put up 
to it by her mother, tells everyone her father’s a steve- 
dore.”’ 

‘And that’s what he is,” Olga Ivanovna interposed. 
“If he isn’t, then what’s this?” and she gave a little kick 
to an object on the floor—the Icather shoulder strap that 
all stevedores use. 

“Still, this isn’t true. Originally, I was a respectable 
official and like all officials, I still live with my family 
in my own private apartment with a separate entrance. 
And if I should take it into my head, I could have a bell 
fixed up and a brass plate on the curtain, like a real 
front door, so that everyone could see who I was.” 

“Well, it’s all very interesting, I'm sure, to hear you 
talk,” Pastukhov said in an offhand way, seating him- 
self on the edge of the bunk that had been dusted for 


16 C. FEDIN 


him. ‘Now listen to me. You’re a man of education and 
you'll understand what I have to say; we aren't the kind 
of people who go about doing charity work for want of 
something else to do. We're actors, playing at the the- 
atre, see?” 

‘T see,” Parabukin replied, cautiously lowering his 
other leg from the bunk. 

‘““We’re going to ask you to show us the notables of 
{he doss house. You know who I mean—the lions and so 
on, who are known all up and down the Volga. You 
must have some famous characters here, haven’t you?” 

‘Lions, did you say? No, we’ve never seen any lions 
here. Plenty of dogs, though. You don’t want any curs, 
by any chance, do you?” Parabukin inquired. For a mo- 
ment he sat silent with bent head. “Tell me, will you 
be wanting any costumes—fancy dress? I mean, do you 
want to buy any for the theatre?” 

“Why, what are you selling?” 

“I suppose you wouldn't care for these, would you?” 
he suggested, plucking his voluminous trousers between 
finger and thumb and flapping them on his stiffly-out- 
stretched legs. 

“No, I don’t think we need any fancy dress, 
tukhov answered gravely. 

“Ah, you don’t? Well, maybe you wouldn't mind mak- 
ing a trifling contribution towards the fund for the 
erection of an edifice to the sacred memory of St. Half- 
a-Boitle?”’ Parabukin suggested with a bow. 

“We wouldn’t mind doing that, of course. And 
what’s it to be followed up with?” 

‘Our prayers for your health, may Christ save you!” 
Parabukin bowed again, this time so low that his curls 
drooped to his knees. 


99 
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Pastukhov fumbled in the pockets of his light and 
showy garments while his hosts of the corner waited, 
following his languid, gracious movements patiently and 
wondering what he would find. 

“I say, Egor,’ he said softly at last, evidently 
amazed, “it looks as though I haven’t a kopeck on me.” 

“Your papa all over! The very spit of him! I knew 
you right off,’ Parabukin burst out, with a triumphant 
chuckle. 

‘‘What do you mean? Whose papa?” Pastukhovw de- 
manded in a displeased tone. 

“Yours, of course—the late lamented Vladimir Alex- 
androvich, Mr. Pastukhov. Always forgot his money at 
home. All his life. You'd go up to him and ask him: 
‘Vladimir Alexandrovich, you couldn’t lend me aq ruble 
for a physic, could you?’ And he’d raise his finger to his 
cap, polite like this, and say: ‘Sorry, brother, but I scem 
to have left my notecase at home.’ ”’ 

“Ah,” said Pastukhov absently, “so Vladimir Alexan- 
drovich knew you personally, did he?” 

“Didn’t he, though! When he was on the railway I 
was under him, a ticket-inspector on the express trains, 
I was.. Madame here can bear witness to it that the Pa- 
rabukin family never travelled lower than second class.... 
I knew you as soon as I set eyes on you. You're the 
living image of your papa, and a very smoothly 
finished one, too. Yes. But it looks as though you’d 
fallen on evil days like myself—gone on the stage, have 
you?” 

“Look, here’s a small offering towards the building of 
that edifice you were talking about,” Tsvetukhin said 
at this point, taking out a fifty-kopeck piece and placing 
it on the ledge of the washtub. 


2— 1130 
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Hardly had Parabukin time to stretch out his hand 
for it than Olga Ivanovna had snatched it up and 
clenched her fist on it. 

The placid good nature was wiped from his face as 
though by magic. Springing down off the bunk, he strode 
over to his wife as silently as a tomcat. 

“Chuck that! Give me the money!” 

‘“Aren’t you ashamed before strangers?’ Olga Ivan- 
ovna exclaimed, moving aside, 

But Parabukin was not to be put off like this. 

“It was given to me, not you. It’s my money. Hand 
it over!” 

His voice was thick now, and he spoke with a dull 
restraint that held no hope of his yielding. 

Then suddenly, as though rushing ahead of things 
and striving to convince herself and everyone else that 
she would never give in, Olga Ivanovna screamed: 

‘You've been boozing all Easter, you bloodsucker! 
While I have to go ragpicking on the rubbish heaps day 
ifter day to keep bread in your mouth! I suppose I must 
never get out of the rubbish heaps, never budge from the 
washtub, never lay down my needle of a night, is that it?” 

“Hand it over, I’m telling you!” Parabukin interrupt- 
ed her wail in a threatening tone. 

He was about to catch her by the elbow when she 
slipped out of reach, thrust out a hand and unclenched 
her fingers. At the same moment Annochka grabbed the 
coin from her palm and stowed it in her cheek. 

The tipsiness seemed to get the better of Parabukin 
once more, He swayed where he stood, his big soft 
body sagged, he flung up his arms in a futile way and 
let them fall heavily to his sides. He shook his hig 
shaggy head and muttered, half to himself: 
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“So that’s what you do, you young monkey.... You 
just wait....” 

Then suddenly he yelled: 

‘Take that howler of yours out of here, quick now! 
Clear out! D’you hear? Clear the decks!” 

Meanwhile Pavlik was screaming with all his might 
in his cradle. Annochka picked him up with her usual 
deftness and darted out from behind the curtain. 

.Without another glance at the guest, Parabukin gave 
chase in a determined fashion. 

‘Where are you going?” Olga Ivanovna cried. 

She planted herself in his way, but he pushed her 
aside and tore open the curtain. 

“Stop him, gentlemen, stop him!” she implored. And 
flung herself after him. 

Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov drew back the curtain 
and stared after the two in silence. 

In the big room the woman with the long hair was 
still combing it out; she had not moved. The ragged 
figure still sprawled on the bunk, snoring under the old 
waistcoat. 

Parabukin had vanished through the doorway. 
Olga Ivanovna was running between the bunks, 
screaming: 

“Help, gentlemen! He'll beat her, he'll beat the poor 
little girl.... Run, Annochka, run!’ 

‘Come on,” Tsvetukhin said, “what are we standing 
staring at?” 

“The show,” Pastukhoy retorted with a chuckle that 
was more like a scowl, “And we're watching it, Egor my 
dear, we're watching the passing show.” 
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WHEN Annochka heard that her father was chasing her 
and her mother calling out a warning to run for her 
life, she promptly put back the coin she had taken out 
of her cheek, laid Pavlik down on the doorstep and took 
to her heels. She turned the corner of the doss house 
and dashed along the path, trailing her fingers along 
fences and walls as she ran, a trick that all children 
have. 

Parabukin lumbered after her, his bast sandals slap- 
ping hollowly on the dry ground, his coarse blue hemp- 
en trousers flapping in the wind like signaller’s flags, 
the dust rising in puffs behind him. He ran as if his life 
depended upon it. At every stride the distance between 
Annochka and her father grew shorter and he was al- 
ready reaching out to grab her, when she caught at the 
corner of a house and darted up another street. 

The cab horse under its blue net, feeling the driver’s 
firm hands on the reins and hearing the familiar encour- 
aging click of his tongue, was rapidly overtaking Pa- 
rabukin, Tsvetukhin, ready for goodness knew what, 
was riding on the step of the phaeton, leaning forward 
and clinging to the dickey-seats. His friend, who had lost 
no vestige of his somewhat pictorial dignity, sat erect 
and easy, and only his eyes showed that he was grati- 
fying his insatiable curiosity, with a kind of corporeal 
comfort. Two or three passers-by gaped in wonderment 
at the stormy though wordless incident. A child running 
away from a tramp would not have attracted much at- 
tention, had it not been for the phaeton and its remark- 
able-looking occupants, a rare sight in this little-fre- 
quented quarter. 
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The house Annochka was running past now was the 
public school, a heavy-looking, whitewashed building 
surrounded by a low stone wall, above which rose three 
old pyramidal poplars, just bursting into leaf. 

At the open wicket gate stood a youth wearing the 
double-breasted pea jacket of the Technical Schcol stu- 
dents’ uniform, and a white sateen Russian blouse, fast- 
ened at the side with gilt buttons. 

On seeing the little girl and the burly man chasing 
her, the youth stepped aside, and pointed to the wicket. 
Annochka dashed straight through into the yard, wherc- 
upon he resumed his place, blocking the gateway with 
his body. 

Parabukin was panting, his big head shook, his 
curls shone in the sunlight—a tangle of sun-faded hay, 
his full pale cheeks glistening with perspiration. 

“Let me in here, you, technician,” he gasped, put- 
ting out a hand to remove the unexpected obstacle from 
his path. 

At this juncture indecision was out of the question, 
so hot was the chase, so high the pitch of the man’s 
eagerness to seize the girl whom he was within an ace of 
catching. 

“Hands off,” the youth said quietly in a level tone. 

‘Who are you—giving orders here?” 

“I live here.” 

“I don’t care where the devil you live.... Get out 
of my way! That’s my daughter.... What are you hid- 
ing her for?” 

“I don't care who she is, I'm not going to let you in- 
to the yard.” 

Parabukin planted one foot firmly behind him, 
jerked up his sleeye and swung his arm, 
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“Try it,” the youth said, still quietly, but in a grim- 
mer tone. 

Grim lines showed now in his strong, manly, well- 
formed figure. He was not tall, in.fact he was rather 
slocky—one of those people who are called square: his 
shoulders were angular, his jaw prominent, the locks of 
hair were straight and parallel on his forehead, his eye- 
brows, mouth and chin might have been put in with a 
drawing pen, and only the glance with its warm brown 
glint looked as though touched with an artist’s brush. 
He did not stir, but stood with his fists thrust into his 
belt, barring the wicket gate with his elbows; the sturdy, 
wiry figure suggested that it would not be easily thrust 
aside. 

Parabukin lowered his arm. 

“Where d’you come from, you young imp?” 

The cabdriver reined in his prancing horse—it had 
not had time to get heated—and Tsvetukhin sprang down 
onto the pavement. 

‘‘How many are there of you against one?” Parabu- 
kin growled, shooting a contemptuous glance in the ac- 
tor’s direction. Now he was pulling down his sleeve with 
vicious tugs that suggested an unwilling capitulation. 

“The row has fizzed out,” Tsvetukhin declared. “It’s 
a shame for a father to frighten his own child, all. the 
same. That’s what I think, anyway.” 

‘Allow me, Mr. Actor, to tell you that I don’t give 
a damn what vou think,” Parabukin retorted, wiping 
his hot face with his sleeve and making something 
like a curtsey at the same time. “You aren't thinking of 
siving me anothor fifty kopecks, I suppose? Or are 
you? A fellow has to have a drop to sober him down, 
hasn't he?” 
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“You see that blue house yonder?” Tsvetukhin asked 
him suddenly. “See it—right on the corner, at the far 
cnd of the block?” 

“Meshkov’s, you mean?” 

“T don’t know whose it is.” 

“Well, I know; it belongs to Meshkov, the man who 
owns our doss house.” 

“All right,—beside it you see a little house with two 
windows. Come round there and I'll give you a drop of 
something to sober you.” 

“You mean it?... Or are you only joking?” 

“We're going there now, you come along presently.” 

After all, there are times when Fortune smiles upon 
aman, usually when he least of all expects a smile—and 
innocent hope illuminated Parabukin’s countenance. He 
glanced at the young fellow in the gateway and dis- 
missed the whole affair with a gesture—his good humour 
restored. 

“You've been lucky, technician--thank your God 
for it.” 

“This is what I have to thank,” said the young man, 
jerking his fist out of his belt. Tsvetukhin, throwing 
hack his cape, stepped up to him. 

“I want to thank you for your plucky conduct. Allow 
me to introduce myself—Tsvetukhin.” 

“I’m Kirill Izvekov.” 

The handshake was a momentary contest of strength, 
each feeling the other’s fingers gripping his own. 

“Oho!” Tsvetukhin remarked with a smile. “You go 
in for gymnastics, I see.” 

“Well, yes, a bit.... I knew you at once,” Kirill re- 
plied, reddening. 

“Oh, you did?” Egor Pavlovich murmured with the 
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transient and superficially sincere astonishment actors 
express about their own fame, an astonishment intended 
to suggest: what on earth can there be so unusual about 
us that everybody knows us? 

“You'll look after the little girl while her father’s 
still about, won’t you?” he said, tactfully changing the 
conversation. “A nice child, isn’t she?” 

“Yes, I'll take her to my home. My mother’s the 
schoolmistress here.” 

They took leave of each other with the same manly 
handshake. Kirill stood watching the phaeton with rapt 
attention until it drove up to the Meshkov house. Then 
he turned into the yard. 

Annochka was sitting on the ground under the 
fence, in a clump of tough acacias. She was hugging 
her knees, on which her head rested, and watching 
Kirill steadily. The sadness and intent curiosity in her 
big eyes made her gaze still more grave. 

“Well, did you get a fright?” 

‘‘No,’’ she replied coolly. “Papa doesn’t hit me hard, 
ever. He’s goodhearted, you know. He only tries to 
frighten me.” 

“So you ran away from fright?” 

“No! I ran away so as he wouldn’t take the money 
off me.” And, unclenching her fingers, she showed him 
the fifty-kopeck piece. 

“Then you can go home if you like?” 

“No, I think I'll sit here a little while.” 

“Why?” 

“I’m frightened to go yet.” 

Kirill laughed. 

“You can come in and stay with my mother a while 
if you want to?” 
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Annochka rubbed the coin on her bare knee, ad- 
mired its bold glitter in the sunlight and assented after 
a few moments’ thought. 

‘“T wouldn’t mind—just for a while.” 

He ‘took her by the hand, and, with the air of a con- 
queror, led her across the yard to a heavy old-fash- 
ioned single-panelled door. She was momentarily struck 
by the ponderous wrought-iron hinges, fastened with 
screws that had big shining heads like her fifty-kopeck 
piece, then she stepped into the dim passage with its 
cool brick floor. 


& 
ab | 
& 


PASTUKHOV and Tsvetukhin went to see Mefody, who 
lived in a simple frame house consisting of one room 
and a kitchen, the type of house named by its owner 
a “wing,” after the fashion prevailing on the Volga. 

“At long last you’re visiting me in my wing. Come 
in, come in, you're very welcome.” 

“Make an obeisance, can’t you?’. Tsvetukhin sug- 
gested. 

“Here you are, then,” Mefody said obligingly, bow- 
ing from the waist in the old Slavonic stage style and 
touching the stained and waxed floor with his finger 
tips. 

“Take this,” said Tsvetukhin, flinging his cape over 
Mefody like a horsecloth. 

Mefody gathered up the chain in a handful, jingled 
it, pawed and stamped like a horse, and whinnied gently. 
To complete the illusion he got down on all fours. 

“Hup!” Tsvetukhin said, like a cabby. 
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With a condescending air Pastukhov threw his showy 
spring coat over Mefody’s back and stuck his hat 
on top of the pile, which was then cautiously carried 
by Mefody, still on all fours, over to the bed in the 
corner. 

When he came back he took his place beside the 
friends, asmile on his thick lips, which far from marring, 
were the best feature of his face, disfigured by a mark 
just below the bridge of the nose. This was the result 
end the punishment of his own curiosity: as a child he 
had been watching a certain domestic incident through a 
crack when he lost his grip, the box on which he had 
been standing had overturned and, in falling, he had 
struck his nose on the key sticking out of the keyhole. 
He mentioned, if he did not recount, the occurrence all 
his life long. 

The two guests and their host gazed in blissful fas- 
cination at the table in the middle of the room, where- 
on the radishes exposed the juicy redness of their round- 
ed sides, now hiding coyly, now protruding their white 
tails. Spring onions flourished their aerial blue-green darts 
from the plates. So delicate were the cucumbers that it 
seemed the hothouse green of their skins showed while. 
The slices of pink ham were touched at the edges with 
a faint blue mother-o’-pear! film, and their fat gleamed 
like white porcelain. Two bottles of golden-yellow glass, 
plunged in a bow] of slightly melted snow, were embel- 
lished with curling sprigs of radish leaves. That the table 
had been laid by a man’s hand was plain at a glance. A 
Spicy aroma of hot meat stew was wafted from the big 
Russian stove in the kitchen. 

Pastukhov’s nostrils dilated. In a voice that sound- 
ed unlike his own, he gabbled, a little nasally: _ 
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“Listen, Mefody,—you’re a Flemish master.” 

With a hand poised over a bottle, he hesitated, and 
marshalled the table with another glance. 

“Butter?... Here.... Sall?... Here.... Mustard? 
Aha!... Bread? Bread?” raising his voice questioningly, 
“Mefody, where’s the bread?” 

Mefody served him a breadbaskel laden with the 
Moscow variety of rolls, and chanted: 

“There is nothing better for a man than that he 
should eat and drink and that he should make his soul 
enjoy good in his labour.... Go thy way, cat thy bread 
with joy, and drink thy wine with a merry heart.’ Thus 
saeth the Preacher.” 

Tsvetukhin, chiming in like a priest, continued on a 
higher note: 

“‘Live joyfully with the wife whom thou lovest all 
the days of the life of thy vanity, which he hath given 
thee under the sun, all the days of thy vanity: for that 
is thy portion in this life, and in thy labour which thou 
takest under the sun.’ Thus saeth the Preacher.” 

“Of all the rotten priests....’’ Pastukhov sighed with 
4 grimace of disgust, as, lifting a bottle out of the snow, 
he wrapped it deftly in a napkin, and poured out the 
vodka. 

They drank, first toasting each other in a speech 
which consisted of the simple words: “Now we're off!” 
—contemplated the viands gravely, for the last time, as 
though hesitating to disturb the delightful still-life arrange- 
ment, then started on the radishes. Pastukhoy ate in 
an infectiously-appetizing fashion, roughly and simply 
and without affectation, as peasants or the old gentry 
eat: crunching his radishes, smearing butter on them, 
dipping them in the salt on his plate, breaking the fresh 
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horn-shaped rolls with his fingers and putting the 
morsels in his mouth with determined but unhurried 
movements. His cheeks were pale, he was giving 
himself wholly to eating, savouring it with all his fleshly 
appetite. 

“You're like a singer, Alexander,” Tsvetukhin re- 
marked with a laugh, admiring him. 

“And why not?” Pastukhov rejoined, with a sweeping 
gesture that took in the whole table. “Life’s reward | 
love people who treat you as if they were born benefac- 
tors.” 

He cast an approving glance at Mefody, and added 
after a pause: 

“There’s a clever chap! Mefody’s health!” 

They clinked glasses, with the same brief toast— 
“Now we're off!” and just at that moment heard the click 
of the latch on the outside door. Mefody got up and 
went into the lobby and, returning at once, announced 
that there was a sort of tramp out there who said he 
had been told to come. 

“A stevedore, a curly-headed fellow, is he?” Tsve- 
tukhin asked. “Call him in.” 

“What the deuce do you want with him?” Pastukl ov 
demanded, looking disgusted. 

“Oh, let him come in.” 

Parabukin entered, stooping as though fearful of strik- 
ing his head against the lintel. His smile, as he turned 
towards his new acquaintances, was at once pleading and 
ironical. His gaze alighted immediately on the principal 
objects—the bottles of vodka—and he could no longer 
tear it away from them, as though from some axis of 
the universe, miraculously appearing before his eyes. 
Jt was obvious that no words were needed, and whut 
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followed took place in general silence: Mefody brought 
a large tumbler to the table, Tsvetukhin filled it to the 
brim with vodka, Pastukhov put a nice bit of ham on 
a roll of bread, Tikhon Parabukin quickly wiped his 
mouth with his fist and accepted the glass from Tsve- 
tukhin’s hand in prayerful silence. He ceased smiling 
the moment the vodka was bcing poured out, his coun- 
tenance expressed dread and the highest pitch of con- 
centration, suggestive of a man listening to his sen- 
tence after a protracted and painful trial. He swallowed 
slowly, mouthful by mouthful, closing his eyes, and 
stiffening, so that only the rings of light hair stirred 
slightly on his head as it tilted back. 

“Well done!” Pastukhoy said approvingly, handing 
him the roll. 

But Parabukin would not eat. He gave a start, shook 
his head violently, rubbed his face vigorously with his 
palm and exclaimed in despair: 

“Lord! Lord Almighty!” 

‘‘Are you repenting or something?” Pastukhov asked. 

“No, I’m thanking the gentlemen and my God for 
the granting of the light.” 

“Been drinking long?” Pastukhov went on. 

“In general, or do you mean the last bout or 
cycle?” : 

“In gerieral,” said Pastukhov with a chuckle. 

“Oh, in general—it’s been going on for ten years 
now. In connection with my family life, see? Not that 
it started because of that. It wasn’t my family drove me 
to it; I should say it was me drove my family.” 

“Ever tried to get over it?” 

“You mean boozing? Never. That’s more in Olga 
Ivanovoa’s line—fighting it, I mean. You saw how she 
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confiscated that money, didn’t you? No, | don't fight 
against it. Why should 1?” 

“You go in for drinking consciously, then?” 

“Well, and how do you do it? — unconsciously?” 

‘No, till we lose consciousness,” Mefody said. 

Parabukin smiled, fearlessly now. His face brightened, 
the Samson-like strength revived in him, he steod erect, 
a grown man. Pastukhov never took his gluey, clinging 
gaze from him, studied him unabashedly, as though he 
were a stone Atlas. 

Tsvetukhin laid his hand on Tikhon Parabukin’s 
chest. 

“A beauty, isn’t he, Alexander?” 

“That’s true,” Parabukin agreed, “Olga Ivanovna, 
when she has forgiven me, always puts her head here 
(he slapped Tsvetukhin’s hand lightly and pressed it to 
his breast) and says: ‘Tisha, my Tisha, why do you 
torment yourself, a handsome fellow like you?’ and 
then she cries.” 

The tears started to his eyes, and he heaved a sob- 
bing sigh. 

“Is the vodka having an effect?” Pastukhov asked 
curiously, 

““Why do you torment yourself?’—she says.” Para- 
bukin continued, “ ‘Stop it, Tisha,’ Olga Ivanovna says, 
‘go back to the old times. How grand it’ll be—you'll be 
a ticket-inspector on a train again, and Ill starch your 
collars for you, Annochka will go to school, and [ll 
look after Pavlik. Stop, I say.’ ” 

‘And what do you say?” Tsvetukhin asked. 

“And I say: ‘Aye, Olga Ivanovna, this is the mixed 
train of life we're embarked on, how can you stop it? 
And perhaps our train with you and me on it has been 
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shunted into a dead-end, into Meshkov’s doss house, and 
there’s no way out for us.’ And she says to me: ‘Maybe 
it isn’t a dead-end, but a station?’ ‘That may be,’ I say, 
‘only I have to carry bales as a stevedore on this sta- 
tion.’ ‘No,’ says Olga Ivanovna to this, ‘those who think 
of our doss house as a station, they struggle for life, and 
you don’t. Fight,’ she says. “Tisha, 'm begging you to 
fight.’ 

Parabukin gave a sob again and stretched out a hand 
towards the empty glass. 

“Just another mouthful.” 

Pastukhov took the glass away from him. 

“No,” he said, “that’s enough.” 

He turned away abruptly from Parabukin, and an 
expression of disgusted boredom came into his face for 
an instant, he looked gloomily at the still orderly table. 

_ “Well, can you recommend us some colourful char- 
acter from among the tenants of your doss house?” 
Tsvetukhin said in a gentle tone. 

‘The house isn’t mine, the house is Meshkov’s,” Pa- 
rabukin replied surlily. “Speak to him about it. He 
lives here, you’re right in his yard.” 

“Good afternoon,” Pastukhov said, turning sharplv 
in his chair and almost pushing the ham sandwich Pa- 
rabukin had not yet touched into his hand. “Mefody, 
see him out, will you?” 

Parabukin stalked away, throwing out his chest and 
stamping so heavily across the threshold into the pas- 
sage that the board walls of the house shook and 
creaked., 

“An impudent fellow!” Pastukhov said. 

When Mefody returned and sat down at the table, 

the repast was resumed in blissful silence. Cucumbers 
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and radishes crunched in the teeth, the now disturbed 
onions emitted their all-pervading scent, the sound 
of the knives on ham was heard, the plop-piopping of 
vodka. “We're olf!” said the friends, quietly the tirst 
time. ‘We're off!” they exclaimed in a louder tone for 
the second time. “We're off!” they chanted in chorus 
the third time. After this Pastukhov burst out laughing, 
threw himself back in his armchair and launched into 
talk, crunching radishes like nuts meanwhile. 

“You’re a fool, Egor Tsvetukhin! A fool! All these 
vagabonds are just lazy good-for-nothings. But someone 
started the notion that they are romantic, and every- 
body took it as gospel truth, and they came into fash- 
ion. And you fell for it—hook, line and sinker—and like 
the rest you put it into these tramps’ heads they’re a 
kind of poetic geniuses. Now you've seen that hairy 
lout? He’s just a boor and a drunkard, nothing else. 
Can you say you found anything new in him? All alike, 
in my opinion.” 

‘I’m not dramatizing them, I’m doing this for art’s 
sake,” Tsvetukhin explained, much more seriously than 
Pastukhov’s condescending tone warranted. 

‘‘What do you mean? You are striving to reproduce 
this hairy drunkard on the stage? Is that it? Now 
what’s the need for all this exactitude, anyhow? To 
create a second doss house on the stage? What for? You 
can go to the Upper Bazaar and see a second doss house 
if you want to. But what has the stage, the theatre, art, 
to do with this?” 

“Oh, I know, I know what you are going to say!” 
Tsvetukhin exclaimed. “You’re thinking of the pug. 
Goethe said that if an artist were to draw a perfect 
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copy of a pug, there would be two pugs instead of one 
and art would gain exactly nothing.” 

“See how: educated you are! Twenty or thirty years 
ago Zola set an example through all his books of copy- 
ing reality in fiction. He travelled on a locomotive so 
as to portray the engine-driver in his books, went down 
the mines and visited brothels, And just a while ago, 
when I was looking through some old French maga- 
zines, I found a caricature that came out after his novel 
Le Ventre de Paris appeared. Poor Zola was lying in 
the middle of the street under the horse’s hoofs, with 
his pince-nez on a cord, and without his top hat. The 
caption under the caricature said: ‘M. Zola threw him- 
self under a fiacre so as to give a correct description of 
the feelings of a man who had been knocked down bv 
the vehicle.’ ” 

“Very good indeed!” Mefody chanted blissfully, fill- 
ing the glasses. 

They laughed and drank and munched, but the sharp 
edge was off their appetites now. Pastukhov handed 
round his big leather cigarette case and through the 
smoke that wreathed around them in languid grey tenta- 
cles, Tsvetukhin said in sincere amazement: 

“You're a reactionary, Alexander. You say things 
that the most old-fashioned of our stage people, the 
routine-actors, say. How can you deny that an actor 
ought to study actual life? This is sheer obscurantism!” 

“Don’t try to frighten me with words, Egor. I’m an 
artist and I’m not afraid of words. Only newspaper 
men are afraid of words because they attribute greater 
significance to them than words can have.” 

Pastukhov took a little red notebook out of his 
breast pocket and flicked over the leaves but, unable to 
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find what he sought, he continued calmly and = uwnhur- 
riedly: 

“T have been told that Leo Tolstoy remarked to some- 
one at the tea table, not so long ago, that if you 
want to be an artist of the written word, your spirit 
must have the faculty for rising very high and sinking 
very low. Then, Tolstoy says, all the intermediate stages 
will be known to you and the artist will be enabled to 
live, in his imagination, the life of people at various levels.” 

“How good that sounds!” Mefody cried, seizing the 
vodka bottle again, “This is even betler—hetter than the 
things you told us about Zola. It’s stronger. It's very 
well said, isn't it, Egor?” 

He was listening to the conversation in a kind of 
exaltation, his thick lips parted, his expression showing 
not only eagerness to miss nothing of what was said, but 
also the smile of one who sees more than he is shown. 

Pastukhov searched through his book again, then, 
with a touch of triumph, smoothed down the page he 
had found. 

“And here's something I found in Balzac: ‘One of the 
evils that eminent minds are subject to is that they in- 
voluntarily altain everything—not only the virtues but 
also the vices.’ ” 

“What's the connection?” Tsvetukhin said with a 
shrug of his shoulders. ‘And what is there here that 
contradicts the study of life?” 

“Don’t you see the connection? Tolstoy says the art- 
ist should possess the faculty for rising to loftiest heights 
and sinking to the lowest depths. Balzac says that 
the eminent mind can attain virtue and vice involuntarily. 
The connection lies in these two words—the faculty and 
involuntarily: both speak of something inherent in the 
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artist or the unusual mind, both say that the attainment 
of the low and the high is their natural quality, that 
good and evil are attained by them independent of their 
will. The life of the imagination—this is the essence of 
the artist or of the outstanding mind. And—mark this— 
Tolstoy says: to rise and to fall in spirit. In spirit, my 
dear Egor, that is to say, in that same imagination, and 
in no other way. Otherwise the result will be like that 
caricature of Zola. It would mean that in order to 
sink very low one would have to commit some abomin- 
able offence in real life, and to steal so as to gain an 
insight into the soul of the thief. Now Tolstoy and Bal- 
zac are a denial of this way of studying life.” 

“Why does Balzac call this involuntary attainment 


of virtue and vice by a great mind-—an evil?” 

“Why? I think....” 

Pastukhov gave an unexpected chuckle and blurted 
out frankly: 

“To tell the truth, I haven’t thought about it. It just 
occurred to me this moment, for no particular reason. 
But one thing.I am sure of: calling themselves realists, 
Balzac and Tolstoy were deluding us. These, as a mat- 
ler of fact, are the most fantastic artists of all that have: 
ever been. They made up everything, all their work is 
sheer invention. They had nothing whatever to do with 
copying from life. Their books are the fruits of the most 
refined imagination. That is why they are far more con- 
vincing than life itself. And here is my profession of 
faith: my mind’s eye is the Lord of Art. The mind’s eye, 
the omnipresent thought, you understand? I can see any 
doss house with my mind’s eye, just as I can see the 
Pharaoh of Egypt, the peasant’s mare or a member of 
the Duma. I rise and fall, do good and evil, in omni- 
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present thought. In my imagination, in my fantasy, } am 
subject to both the beautiful and the repellent, for J am 
an artist.” 

He raised his glass. 

“Hail the artist! and down with the copyist! Hail 
Tolstoy! and down with Zola! Hail the Lord of Art— 
imagination!” 

“We're off!” Mefody wound up. 

They were growing tipsy. The food was spreading 
over the table, converted from tempting morsels to.waste 
scraps, cigarette stubs had wandered and, finding no 
ash trays, had landed on the plates. Mefody brought 
{he meat out of the oven, the tobacco smoke retreated 
before the steam of the stew, reeking of bay leaf and 
pepper; appetites revived, voices grew louder and nois- 
ier, phrases were clipped, meaningless remarks took 
on the quality of gay witticisms. 

“You're just a drunken toastmaster, Mefody,” Pas- 
lukhoy said, “but you've got taste. I adore you.” 

“Me—a drunkard?” Mefody repeated, evidently flat- 
tered. “Never! A drunkard drinks for the sake of drink- 
ing. I drink for the sake of eating. I can carry my liquor, 
ve full control of my words. But has a drunkard a 
word?” 

“Yes, the certainly has,’ Tsvetukhin said with a 
laugh. “He says: now it’s all done with, I shan’t drink 
another drop! And for two days he won't take so much 
as a drop of poppy dew.” 

“Listen, you fellows, deaf as woodcocks,” Pastukhoy 
said. “Hark to the sound of it! What a language, eh? 
Poppy dew! If I had a vodka distillery, I would make a 
vodka called ‘Dewdrop.’” And beneath this word on the 
label I would print in brackets, in tiny letters, ‘poppy.’ ” 
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“You would be as rich as Croesus in no time!” Tsve- 
tukhin cried. “What a sale it would have, ‘Dewdrop’! 

‘Would you care for a few more dewdrops? Shall 
I drop a few in your glass?” Mefody murmured, and, 
as he filled the glass, he recited in a persuasive tone: 
“Salt meat’s too salt, and dear is the stew: what's 
cheap and good is our poppy dew! or words to that 
effect.” | 

There was so much noise in the room now that they 
did not hear the tapping on the windowpane at first, 
insistent though it was. Mefody went out into the pas- 
sage and stayed so long that his friends followed to sec 
where he was. 

At the door stood a man in a good jacket, with all 
four buttons fastened, and a bowler hat. He carried a 
silver-headed walking stick, grained to show innumer- 
able bird’s eyes or knots. His beard, which was parted 
and combed, his shaggy brows and the hard eyes that 
had been squeezed in under them, the solid bearing of 
his rounded figure, had the sternness and peculiar dig- 
nity of people who are convinced that they cannot err. 
He was something over forty, and the first two or three 
grey hains had appeared in his brown beard. 

“Merkul Avdeyevich Meshkov, our landlord,” Mce- 
fody said by way of introduction. 

_ Meshkov raised his hat. 

“Excuse me for disturbing you, gentlemen, But this 
fellow here says he was invited by you. He refuses to 
say for what purpose.” 

Parabukin was seated on the steps, his elbows rest- 
ing on his knees which were set wide apart. He was 
slill holding the piece of roll and ham—nibbled at one 
edge—and kept chasing away the flies that swarmed 
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around the tasty morsel. He raised his head. There was 
something guilty in that upward glance. 

“You wouldn't spare me half a glass, I suppose?” he 
asked. 

“Not one dewdrop,” Pastukhov said bluntly. 

“You hear that, my lad?” said Meshkov, with a light 
touch of his silver-topped cane on Tikhon’s shoulder. 
“Now go along out of this yore, you ‘ve no business 
here, go along, I’m telling you.” 

Parabukin got heavily to his feet and eyed each of 
them in turn. Tsvetukhin must have seemed the most 
sympathetic, for his glance lingered on him and he 
smiled a pleading smile, but the actor shook his head 
—no, there was no use expecting gencrous charity from 
these heartless folk. 

“Why don’t you eat your sandwich, instead of squash- 
ing it in your hands?” Tsvetukhin said, 

“That’s my own business—I can do as I like,” 
Parabukin retorted, as, with a _stevedore’s slightly 
rolling gait—he had bent knees—he_ strode _ out 
-of the yard. 

Tsvetukhin turned to Pastukhov, shook his forefin- 
scr at him and asked: “Now you understand?” 

Pastukhov only blinked at him with eyes that 
seemed to understand nothing. 

Meshkov saw Tikhon to the gate, closed and latched 
it behind him firmly, then took off his bowler and said 
goodbye to the party. 

“Oh, no, no, you must come and join us now,” Me- 
fody began. “Come now, it won’t hurt you to visit your 
poor tenant once a year.” 

“Yes, come along, you'll be very welcome,” Tsvetu- 
khin chimed in, acting delighted hospitality with ease. 
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“Don’t refuse us, 1 beg. Have a taste of poppy dew 
at least, to celebrate the passing holiday.” 

So, bowing and scraping, they led Merkuri Avdeye 
vich Meshkov, still protesting with great dignity, into 
the room. 


THERE ARE various ways of living. But it is rare to find 
anyone who, in answer to the question asked by his 
conscience as to whether he lives rightly or not, can Say 
that the way he lives is perfectly right. Even a man 
who is in the habit of fooling himself will find in his 
path in life some snag, left by a wrong step, an over- 
indulged vice or an unrestrained passion. And _ people, 
capable of speaking the truth in the privacy of their 
own thoughts see their own mistakes. so clearly that 
in the interests of self-preservation they console them- 
selves with the familiar saying that even the sun has 
spots. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich was sincere in admitting that 
he was nof faultless, inasmuch as all mortals are sinful. 
And he not only knew himself as sinful but repented of 
his transgressions most piously every year, sometimes 
the first, sometimes the fourth Sunday in Lent, and-— 
but this was more rarely—in Holy Week; at any rate, 
whichever could be fitted in conveniently with business. 
On the other hand, taking a sober view of things (and 
Merkuri Avdeyevich reasoned very soberly), he had noth- 
ing to repent of—not, of course, to God and his spir- 
ilual father, but to himself and people, in particular 
to people. For Merkuri Avdeyevich lived rightly, that 
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is, according to the dictates of his conscience, resting 
upon the foundations on which all earthly existence 
rested. 

He used to say that industry was the main pillar; 
he demanded industry from everyone, and he himself 
was fond of work, never, from his earliest years, letting 
a day pass without work, without adding another 
stone to those that had been laid the previous day. 
This mode of life had entered into his blood and was 
so much a part of it that any other appeared unnatural 
to him, as unnatural as it would be for a pigeon to 
try to live under water, and he could respect none but 
{hose who built stone by stone, progressively, and, as 
it were, mathematically striving in this occupation 
towards an appointed limit, which was the worldly end 
of man. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich owned a store for paints, oils, 
varnishes and household goods in the Upper Bazaar, and 
two lots of land, within a short distance of each other 
and not far from the Volga. He called one the Small, and 
the other, the Big Place. He occupied the Small Place 
which was covered with wooden buildings painted blue 
with oil paint. His house was two-storied, the retreat 
of his small family—he had only one daughter, Lisa— 
and the young shopmen and clerks. Then there were 
two “wings,” one—a little house occupied by Mefody, 
and the second, which was somewhat larger, rented out 
to Pyotr Petrovich Ragozin, a fitter employed in the rail- 
way roundhouse; finally, there were the domestic of- 
fices—the cellars and the drying sheds where the shop- 
men and clerks took up their quarters in the summer- 
time. Part of the “Big Place” remained wasteland, over- 
grown with gettles and weeds and pink hollyhocks, part 
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was occupied by a large stone building, long since con- 
verted into a doss house, and a big gloomy-looking ware- 
house acquired by Merkuri Avdeyevich along with a 
rope factory. On warm days the curiously titillating, hu- 
mid and tarry smell of a wooden barge floated from this 
building and the songs of the women employed in pick- 
ing old rope for tow could be heard. 

Meshkov had accumulated his possessions slowly, little 
by little, and not without trouble and disappointment. 
He did not care much about the doss house—it was an 
untidy and troublesome place, but its conversion for 
any other purpose would have required a disproportion- 
ately large outlay, The warehouse hardly covered the 
ground-rent but the time was not ripe to put up a new 
building on his land. The greatest vexation of all was 
that though he would have liked to extend his estate 
over the whole quarter, and to acquire the plot of land 
at the back of the doss house, practically merging with 
the waste ground overgrown with nettles and hollyhocks, 
unfortunately, on this plot the old elementary school 
building stood. It was owned by the town hall, which 
would on no account give up this wealth. Consequent- 
ly, Meshkov took a dislike to the school with its noisy 
little boys always up to some mischief or other, and its 
teachers who had, to his way of thinking, a far too in- 
dependent air, and this dislike surprised even himself, 
for he had always ia at ee and particularly 
learning. a 

He genuinely respected learning in every ‘form and 
spoke of doctors as medical men, officers of the law 
courts as jurists, and teachers of natural history as natu- 
ralists, pronouncing these words with awe. But, rever- 
theless, secular education was inaccessibly alien ta him 
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and his respect for if was confined to this outward diffi- 
dence, this inadvertent awestruck dropping of the voice. 
Far more profound was his respect for religious learn- 
ing: he had revered scholars well read in church books 
and the Scriptures from those early years when he 
began to put by the first kopecks for some special pur- 
pose. While still an apprentice at an oils, paints and 
varnishes shop, sprinkling figure eights on the floor in 
water from the kettle-spout, preparatory to sweeping up, 
Meshkov was fond of recalling the wise words of the ser- 
mons heard in church, words that had become the foun- 
lainhead of his enlightenment. Now, in the years of 
maturity, he often went of a winter’s evening to the coeno- 
bites, the local monastic community, to listen to the 
denunciatory argumentation of missionaries with dis- 
senters of all persuasions, whom Meshkov understood 
as well as he did banknotes. In the pulpit or at the 
reading desk in the middle of the low-vaulted church, 
ht by the wavering flame of wax candles, the monks, 
wiping the perspiration from their fat faces, shamed the 
Old Believers standing in similar pulpits opposite them. 
The whole evening would be spent in thundering denun- 
ciations of the “perverters of Orthodoxy” and heavily- 
bearded men with long hair loose about their shoulders, 
would argue furiously that “the shavimg of the beard 
and moustache is in no way contrary .to Christianity, 
and in some instances even needful, particularly the 
clipping of the moustache.” Facing them, men 10 less 
hairy, who considered themselves as the beard-defend- 
ers, flourishing the books of the Old Believers, asserted 
that the “sin of shaving the beard was such that even 
the blood of martyrs” was powerless to redeem. Very 
painstakingly Meshkay laid away in the storehouse of 
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his memory, where nothing went to waste, the argu- 
ments employed by the seminaries in these debates, the 
Statement of the truth and its opposite, with repetitions 
of al) its “whereas firstly,” and ‘whereas secondly.” 
Many of his favourite ratiocinations he remembered by 
heart and recounted with exactitude, on his reaching 
home, to his spouse, Valeria Ivanovna, mildest of wo- 
men. For example, he would say: 

“Listen, Valyusha, how the Hieromonach Zinovi put 
the argument for allowing the hair to grow to its natural 
length: ‘Inasmuch as the hair is a natural growth and 
not an act of faith, it grows upon us like the rushes 
and reeds in damp places; therefore, in itself it has nei- 
ther salvation nor holiness in it. A shaven man may 
have a good soul, while, on the contrary, there are im- 
pious persons and malefactors with beards and mous- 
taches. What then is the objection that these should cut 
their hair and shave their beards?’ He’s hard to answer, 
isn’t he, Valyusha? And the Old Believers equivocate; 
they don’t want to submit to the truth. The image of 
God Himself is bearded, they say, and therefore it is un- 
lawful to shave the beard. Then Father Zinovi finished 
them with his answer: ‘Not so,’ he says, ‘for two reasons: 
a) God is a spirit without earthly flesh and therefore 
has neither beard nor moustache; and b) ‘since babes 
and women have no beards, then are they not 
imade in God’s image?’ That’s very deep, Valyusha, 
very deep!” 

And, delighted with the excellence of his memory, 
gloating over the fact that the “heretics” had been pinned 
down in argument, Merkuri Avdeyevich would stroke his 
beard, and chuckle and exclaim to himself; 
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“The fix these advocates of the beards get themselves 
into sometimes!” 

Meshkov regarded religious learning as the senior, 
and secular science as the junior branch of knowledge 
and, had he believed that dependence in the nature of 
family ties existed between them, the proportion of pub- 
lications of the church Slavonic press would no doubt 
have been reduced on his bookshelves. But science was 
in his opinion a prodigal son who had no intention of 
returning under the parental roof. Therefore, Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich’s respect for educated people was 
tempered by caution: God only knew if these medical 
men and naturalists were not perhaps connected with 
sectarians? Better keep away from them—it would 
be safer. 

‘And that was why Merkuri Avdeyevich accepted the 
invitation of his gay tenant, Mefody, with interest tem- 
pered with a certain caution, particularly as he had not 
only recognized Tsvetukhin, the actor, and not only dis- 
cerned in Pastukhov a rare bird, such as, perhaps, he 
had never come across before, Moreover, he was dis- 
turbed by the invitation to have a drink, a ticklish busi- 
ness in which he had never attained perfect command 
of himself. 

_ “Here you are,” said Mefody, handing him a glass 
with a rounded bow! filled to the very brim so that the 
vodka trickled down his fingers. 

“Oh no, thanks,” Meshkov said, the drop ‘in his voice 
suggesting that he was making a bow. “I don’t drink, at 
least, hardly at all.” 

And then his eyes met those of Pastukhov, 
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THE MAN sitting opposite Merkuri Avdeyevich was young, 
but his stoutness and obvious flabbiness made him look 
older than his years. In the plumpness and complacence 
of that face there was something of superiority, but 
his lips and cheeks were lifted by a polite plaster smile 
and the eyes had nothing to do with the repose of the 
face or the conventional set smile—they had the inquis- 
itiveness of a pike—greedy, cold, fishy eyes. Meshkov, 
after a glance into them, was thrown into a state which 
inight be described in the words “Now, I’m done for!” 
Still, it was pleasant and almost flattering to think that 
the set, plaster smile might waver for a moment and 
{he extraordinary person would address his enlightened 
conversation to him. 

And, true enough, Pastukhov’s face became animated, 
his glance associated itself with the rest. of his features, 
and he held up his glass to clink with Meshkov’s. 

“Now, none of that nonsense, please!” he said tact- 
fully and at the same time familiarly. ‘““Who’s going to 
believe that you never touch vodka? You aren’t a Sko- 
pets,* are you, or an old lady from the Salvation Army?” 

Well, Meshkov had never heard anything like this 
beforé! This sort of talk wasn’t at all what he had ex- 
pected from an educated man, and yet it was full of 
unusual things. He was particularly struck by the word 
“Skopets,” and laughed. 

“Then let me wish you a happy holiday,” he said, 
dropping his ceremoniousness. 


* Skopets—member. gf a religious. sect in old Russia, prac- 
tising castration. 
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Brushing his moustache aside from his lips, he drank 
off the vodka at a gulp. 

“Where'd you attend the Easter morning service?” 
Pastukhov asked, under the impression that this would 
be the best conversational opening with Meshkov. 

“I am in the habit of attending Easter early service 
at the church of the old seminary,” Merkuri Avdeyevich 
replied, deciding to his own great satisfaction that he had 
come across a very clever fellow, after all. 

“Well, have the seminarists forgotten yet how to 
sing?” 

“No, they keep up the old custom. They sang ‘Christ 
is risen’ trumpet style—‘Christos anesti ek necron,’ in 
Greek.” 

“Ah, in the trumpet style, did they?” Pastukhov 
smiled. 

“That’s an expression we used always at the semi- 
hary: ‘with trumpet voice we call,’” Tsvetukhin said. 

“I remeinber you used to sing the ‘Malefactor on the 
cross’ when you were at the seminary,” Meshkov said 
respectfully, 

“Really? —did you recognize me again?” 

“Naturally I would recognize anyone so well known. 
I don’t go to the theatre but you drop in here occasion- 
ally and I've seen you in the church. I was told that 
you sang in the choir this Easter too.” 

“So I did.” 

“You don’t say so, Egor?” Pastukhov exclaimed in 
surprise. “You mean you actually sang the hymns?” 

“Exactly.” 

‘What on earth for?” 

“Don't forget, Alexander, we’re seminarists. We feel 
drawn to it. Thoughts go back to our young days, and 
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when we broke up for the holidays at the seminary, At 
Easter time there used to be such excitement; we all 
dressed up, and put on neckties, packed our dress bas- 
kets and rolled up our bedding: early morning service 
and liturgy—and that was all. You would sing at it 
and then—off for the holiday, off home, to the country, 
far from the seminary, home to freedom, to your own 
people—trembling all over with joy.” 

“How true all that is, Egor!’ Mefody said sentimen- 
tally. “That was just how one felt—all of a tremble with 
joy. You’d be as worked up as on the stage.” 

“You're never worked up about anything on the 
stage,” Pastukhov said with a sneer. 

But Mefody went on without listening to him. 

“And to this day, if I don’t put on my dress coat as. 
I used to do at the seminary, Easter: isn’t Easter to me.” 

“Actor indeed!” Pastukhov persisted. “Gets worked up 
on the stage! What could he get worked up about? His 
dress coat? And I don’t believe in your seminarist lyri- 
cism, either, Egor, It just happens to be the fashion, that’s 
all. Ali the great actors sing in the choir nowadays. And 
rcad the acts of the Apostles, and the Epistles. And 
you're following the fashion. You keep hard on the heels 
of your Moscow Art Theatre, never iet it out of your 
sight. They go to a doss house, so you go toa doss house. 
They go to the choir—you follow them, They are hand- 
ed consecrated wafers on a salver and you wait ill 
you're handed them. All this looks a bit too hypocriti- 
cally homespun, You see what I mean?” 

“No, | don't,” Tsvetukhin replied soberly and evident- 
ly puzzled. “I can’t for the life of me see what you 
have to be so annoyed about?” 

“I’m annoyed because you try to follow the fashion 
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so slavishly. And because you pretend that you sing 
hymns in the choir out of emotion. You sing them out 
of sheer vainglory.” 

He rubbed a root of a radish between his fingers, 
sniffed at his fingers and threw the radish on the table, 
saying in a disgusted tone: 

“It has qa funny smell.” 

Mefody filled the glasses again, with an angry air, 
as though he was doing it to punish them. 

“An actor has no need to be ashamed of vainglory,” 
he said in a dictatorial tone, raising his glass very high 
and then lowering it again. “What kind of actors are 
we if we haven't a love of vainglory?” 

“And what kind of an actor are you?” Pastukhov 
repeated, tauntingly. 

“I am only the shadow of an actor. The shadow of 
the great actor, Tsvetukhin.” 

Pastukhov said nothing for some time, studying Me- 
fedy with a fixed look. 

“The shadow of an actor? That may be, but there’s 
nothing shadowy about your vainglory.” 

Staring him out of countenance and speaking only 
after a lengthy pause as he did, Mefody replied: 

“You've got your share of it, too, if it comes to that, 
Alexander Vladimirovich.” 

““We ought to love glory as well as you,” Pastukhov 
admitted. “Otherwise no good will come of us. Glory is 
our locomotive.” 

“And what might you be, if you'll forgive my cu: 
riosity?” asked Meshkov, who had not missed a syllable 
of the conversation and was particularly fascinated by 
Pastukhov’s domineering and scornful manner of speak- 


ing. 
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“I invent all sorts of nonsense for these boa constric- 
tors,” he jerked his head in the direction of the actors, 
‘who in return are trying to choke the life out of me.” 

At this everybody laughed and reached out to clink 
glasses, while Meshkov said in a voice that had sunk 
to a whisper: 

“So it appears I’m surrounded by talent. In that case, 
permit me to drink to—talent.” 

He tossed off this glass, too, at a gulp and felt at 
once a current that sent his blood racing merrily, yet 
warningly, over his ears to his head. 

“Still,” he said, persistently now, “with whom have 
I the pleasure?” 

“Ah, it worries you, does it? I'm Alexander Pastu- 
khov. Does the name mean anything to you?” 

Merkuri Avdeyevich gripped the table hard with both 
hands. How on earth had he failed to recognize in this 
condescending countenance the sole heir of Vladimir 
Alexandrovich Pastukhov? He had the identical shame- 
less glance, the same offhand way of speaking, as his 
father. He even laughed like him: passing straight from 
gravity to laughter as though something burst within him. 
And his cheeks, those clean-shaven, well-groomed cheeks, 
were already, in spite of his youth, inclined to droop 
towards the chin. Yes, indeed, the son had inherited all 
his father’s bad points and it was no wonder that Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich felt the gnawing of an_ inconsolable 
wrong. a 

He remembered that this man’s father, Vladimir Pas- 
tukhoy, had died his debtor, refusing to acknowledge his 
debt, and that he could not be made to acknowledge his 
debt. The affair had begun while Pastukhov had been 
employed in the railway central offices. Pastukhov had 
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ordered some hardware and similar goods from Mesh- 
kov for the railway, and had received from him a cer- 
tain commission—on the quiet, of course, The goods had 
heen delivered, but the auditing bureau of the railway 
refused to acknowledge the order to the full amount. Me- 
shkov tried for a long time, but to no purpose, to obtain 
compensation for his losses from the railway. Since the 
affair was a failure he suggested that Pastukhoy should 
return the commission he had received, but, in the first 
place, Pastukhoy had left the railway by that time, and 
in the second: place, Meshkov had no proof that the com- 
mission had been accepted, a fact which Pastukhov calm- 
by pointed out to him when they were alone. Meshkov’s 
utter helplessness in the face of this meanness gave him 
no peace. He lived an honest upright life, he thought, 
and he expected and worried others to do likewise. The 
acceptance of a commission on orders was a regular 
thing among railway employees and the fact that the 
purveyor paid the commission, and that the employee 
accepted it did not prevent them considering each other 
decent honest people, Jt was a gentlemanly arrangement 
made for mutual satisfaction and might be compared to 
the musical chimes of a clock which merely mark the 
passage of time, without interfering with time itself. Nev- 
ertheless, once the passage of time is suddenly arrested, 
what use is the musical accompaniment? Meshkov con- 
sidered that since the bargain had not come off the ac- 
companiment should be cancelled, too. A gentlemanly 
interpretation of the affair required this. But ideal un- 
derstandings of this kind were entirely foreign to Pas- 
tukhov. He considered that business was a gamble and 
that it was the businessman’s lot in life to sustain the 
possible risks. So he asked Meshkov: “What do you 
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want from me, Merkuri Avdeyevich? Are you trying to 
say that I took a bribe fron you? But | would never 
dare to accuse you of bribing anyone, I respect your 
reputation as an honest man far too highly to do that!” 
And after this he never failed to greet Meshkov in the 
street with a smile, politely raising two fingers to the red 
band of his gentleman’s cap in salute. 

It was this smile that opened the old wound, as soon 
as Merkuri Avdeyevich heard the name Alexander Pas- 
tukhov. Still gripping the edge of the table, he said: 

“Why, of course, Alexander Vladimirovich, your 
name is familiar to me. The late Vladimir Alexandrovich, 
your father, was my debtor.” 

“You don’t say so?” Pastukhoy said with a chuckle. 
“You're not thinking of collecting my father’s debts from 
me, by any chance?” 

“And what do you think, Alexander Vladimirovich? 
The responsibility for preserving the good name of the 
dead is laid upon the heirs.” _ | 

“The best you can do for my father’s memory is to 
leave it alone.” 

“I’m counting on you alone to do something for 
his good name, Alexander Vladimirovich.” 

“Are you? Well, may I inform you,” Pastukhov ex- 
plained, with a touch of malice, “all I inherited from 
my father was a cupboard afflicted by dry rot and an 
armchair that stands on three legs. I am not going to 
pay any of his debts for I inherited nothing. We'll drink 
to the eternal repose of his soul and let things rest at 
that.” | 

“No,” Merkuri Avdeyevich said, setting aside his 
glass, “no, your father never gave a thought to my repose 
and you can drink to his without me.” : 
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‘Now, look here, this is downright unchristian of 
you!” Pastukhov exclaimed, apparently delighted. He and 
his companions burst out laughing. 

“It’s unchristian, is it?” Merkuri Avdeyevich said, 
frowning, as he stood up and pushed back his chair with 
his feet. “You want to teach me Christianity, eh?” 

It was evidently his turn to laugh, and a smile seemed 
about to appear on his face, but froze. The blood 
darkened his eyes, they started from their sockets, while 
at the same time the brows drew together like a heavy 
beetling shade over the bridge of the nose. Again he felt 
a rush of hot blood to the ears, as though he had taken 
a gulp of spirit, but this time there was nothing cheering 
in this flush, He knew that he had only to raise his 
voice and he would be unable to control the bellow that 
was struggling for an outlet, and if he tried to stop it, 
then fury, irrepressible, animate—the fury innermost in 
him—would break out. He kept himself in hand by a 
tension still more intoxicating than that current he had 
felt. He did not shout. He stifled the voice of wine. He 
allowed his tongue behind those clenched teeth to shape 
the scathing epithets, capable of destroying opponents: 
words like “educated gentlemen,” “actors,” “jurists.” Yes, 
that was the thing—jurists! He strode across the small 
creaking room, eyeing those ‘‘jurists’—those offhanded 
gents, with their casual manner, glanced through the 
window into the street, turned, and said in a low voice, 
so as not to let himself shout: 

“No, gentlemen...when it comes to Christianity... 
I won't allow you....” 

_: He took a second glance out of the window, trying 
to gain control of himself, and though his eyes were 
dimmed by wrath he saw with a strange vividness his 
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own daughter, Lisa, strolling leisurely along accompa- 
nied by a young man, yes, indeed, that young Kirill Iz- 
vekov, from the Technical School. Lisa was walking op 
the sunny side of the street, and she was in her best 
schoo} uniform, a brown dress with a lilac bow on the 
chest, the uniform of the Mariinsky High School; she 
was actually walking with a young fellow, as though 
her parents’ house did not exist, in full view of all its 
windows, its blue gates, and wicket gate. The fixed, fro- 
zen parental gaze of Merkuri Avdeyevich—Good God! 
--saw her, yes, indeed, saw plainly his own Lisa, stroll- 
ing in the company of a young man, the son of the 
schoolmistress, Izvekova, who was as casual as these 
gentry here, an independent and perhaps even political, 
subversive woman-naturalist—of course, she would be a 
naturalist! They were all naturalists. Or jurists. And 
Merkuri Avdeyevich's daughter was gallivanting with a 
young man! Yes, no other word came to the tip of his 
tongue at that moment and could not have come, so he 
delivered this word with indignation: 

“IT won't allow you gentlemen, excuse me—but I 
won’t alluw you to do any gallivanting that way!” 

With this he flung out—he did not walk out or run 
out, but flung out—of the house, seizing his bowler hat 
and stick and giving only a perfunctory bow as he went. 

“T must be going... good day, gentlemen!” 

Pastukhoy got up quickly and went over to the win- 
dow. He was in time to see Meshkov swing open the 
gate and bang it behind him so that the iron latch 
clicked sharply. 

“Now that’s the fellow one should wrtte about!” he 
said quickly, passing his hand roughly over his face, 
as though wiping himself after a cooling wash. 
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“Then this isn't just imagination, but real life!” Tsve- 
tukhin exclaimed. 

Pastukhov struck a match, flung it away into the 
corner without having lit his cigarette, cast a glance up at 
the foggy dim ceiling and walls, seeing nothing but seem- 
ingly retreating from the bounds of the low small room. 

“It’s all the same,” he said resignedly. “The dust of 
impressions has settled and solidified into stone. The art- 
ist imagines he is free to carve whatever he wishes from 
the stone. He will carve nothing but life, Fantasy is the 
fruit of observation.” 

“So the tramps will come in for something, after all, 
you agree?” 

“Everything the public likes will come in useful.” 

“And what about art, Alexander?” 

“The public comes first, then art.” 

‘Alexander! Ah, Alexander!” 

In the tone of an indulgent mentor, Pastukhov 
went on: 

“Egor, my dear chap, I’m very fond of you! You're 
a charming provincial!l... But don’t you realize—one 
must pander to the public? And that is what you, with 
your tramps are doing—pandering to it. Understand?” 

“We do indeed,” tipsy Mefody replied. “Not a doubt 
of it; gocs without saying, even....” 


THE THICK carpet-like tablecloth with its raised pattern 
was strewn with leaves and flowers, and_ its yielding 
surface reminded you of a sandy river-bottom underfoot 
when you first step into the water. Annochka sat {urn- 
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ing the pages of a large book, and when she came 
to a picture, she thrust her hand under the binding and 
stroked the cloth. 

“Do you have a cloth on the table everyday or only 
on Sundays?” she inquired. 

“We have a different cloth on weekdays,” Vera Ni- 
kandrovna answered with a smile. “Which do you like 
best-—the cloth or the pictures?” 

“I like pictures to think about and | like the ftable- 
cloth to feel.” 

“You didn’t tell us why you don't go to school.” 

“No, because you asked me if I learnt anything or 
not and I said I didn’t.” 

“Oh, you like to be very exact, don’t you?” 

“It isn’t because | like to he exact, but because I only 
answer what I’m asked.” 

“IT daresay you would do well at school?” 

“How do you know?” 

“I’m a teacher.” 

“Do teachers know everything beforehand?” 

‘No, of course not. But I can see that you would 
find it easy to learn your lessons.” 

“This last autumn that came before the winter, 
Mamma put me to school. And then she wanted to have 
Pavlik and so she took me away from school again to 
mind him, You see, Papa doesn’t work on the Volga in 
wintertime and Mamma has to do more sewing than ever. 
She makes women’s caps, you know, and if they’re with 
insertion, she sells them for twenly kopecks, and if they 
haven't any insertion, they're only ten kopecks. Mamma 
taught me how to do the buttonholes, when it’s a buttoned 
cap, and when it fastens with tapes I can sew them on.” 

Annochka ceased speaking to look at a large full-page 
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coloured picture. Vera Nikandrovna and her son were 
standing on either side of her, looking into her face, to 
which curiosity Ient various expressions; her upper lip 
curled slightly, the heavy downcast lids of her eyes 
trembled. 

She felt at her ease, unself-conscious, and, with very 
audible sighs of envy, examined in detail the Izvekov 
household after Kirill had brought her here. The base- 
ment apartment with its iron grilles on the windows, as 
in old churches, struck her as unusually interesting. In 
the big room she paused in front of the bookcase and 
then was astonished to find that the cabinet in the little 
room was piled with books, too. 

‘Are these books that you’ve read, or are they just 
left there?’ she asked, and when she learned that there 
were all kinds of books and that some had been read 
and re-read several times, remarked: “Mamma says that 
if she hadn’t to work, she would do nothing but read 
all the time. I suppose you never work?” 

In both rooms she studied the arrangement of the 
beds, with their white coverlets and then, in a tone sug- 
gesting that she had now settled something in her own 
mind, said: 

“You sleep there, very likely, and you—here, don’t 
you? And we sleep like this: Papa and Mamma and 
Pavlik here and I sleep by myself on the trunk.” 

In Kirill’s room she looked at the pictures on the 
walls, but did not care for them: they were mainly 
bearded grandfathers in one colour, except for a huge 
drawing, all white lines on blue paper. 

“What's that?” 

“A cross-section of a steamer—you know, as if you 
eut it in two,” Kirill replied. - 
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“Cut a steamer in two?—what do you mean?” she: 
demanded, looking from the drawing to Kirill and his 
mother in astonishment. 

They laughed and then Kirill asked: 

“You can’t believe that a steamer can be cut in 
two?” 

Annochka moved away from the steamer, glanced 
into the kitchen, and shook her head sadly with a sigh 
when she saw the broad Russian stove. 

“We haven’t any kitchen at the doss house, but when 
we lived in rooms like these—it was when I was only 
a bit bigger than Pavlik, Mamma told me—we had a 
kitchen. And after Pavlik was born, Mamma bought a 
kerosene stove, and she heats up Pavlik’s bread-and-milk 
or makes him gruel on it. And when Papa buys meat 
pie with liver in it at the market, we heat that up on 
the kerosene stove, too. Ours is the only one in the doss 
house, and everybody keeps wanting to borrow it bul 
Mamma doesn’t lend it to them. She’s right, after all, 
we'd never have a chance of using it if we lent it {o 
everybody.” ~ | 

They offered her a book with pictures in it to look at. 
She settled herself promptly on the couch, smoothed her 
dress over her knees, showed Vera Nikandrovna each of 
her outspread hands in turn, changing the fifty-kopeck 
piece from one to another. 

“They're clean. I washed them only a little while 
ago.”’ And, to make sure, she rubbed them again on the 
front of her dress. 

A picture over which she lingered was of a street 
crowded with gaily-dressed people, waving their arms 
and dancing, while above them floated green and red 
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balloons, and long paper streamers coiled and curled, 
flung down by other people on the balconies of the tall 
houses. 

‘Are they playing Blind Man’s Buff?” Annochka want- 
ed to know. 

“No, it’s a carnival,” Kirill said. 

“Then why have they all bandaged their eyes?” 

“They haven't bandaged them. Those are masks 
they're wearing.” 

“Why?” 

‘So as they won’t know each other.” 

“But they have slits cut in the masks—they can see 
each other.” 

“Yes, but still they can’t tell who is who.” 

“Are they actors?” 

“Why should they be actors?” Vera Nikandrovna 
usked in surprise. “How do you know what actors are?” 

“I know. They're people who make believe,” An- 
nochka replied without stopping to think. 

“Make believe? Have you ever seen them?” 

“Yes, I have. Some came to see us just now. And there 
was one just like this man in the picture—the black one.” 

And she pointed to a man in a black mask, dancing 
in a cape that billowed and blew out with his movements, 
then suddenly she burst into giggles, covering her 
mouth with her hand like a schoolgirl over her lessons. 

“He gave Papa fifty kopecks, and Mamma and me— 
we took the money off Papa.” 

“He felt sorry for you, and now you laugh at him,” 
said Kirill, laughing too. 

“So you didn’t see the actors in the theatre?” Vera Ni- 
kandrovna persisted. “And you haven’t been to the show 
at the fair, either?” 
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“IT asked Mamma to take me on the roundabouts, she 
keeps promising and promising, but she never goes.” 

“Kirill, you were thinking of going to the round- 
abouts—take her with you. When are you thinking of 
going?” 

He did not answer at once, but stood tugging at the 
folds of his blouse, drawing them towards the back so 
that they stuck out in a pleated tail from under the tight- 
ly-drawn belt, as was the fashion among schoolboys 
then. 

“I thought of going tomorrow. But [| don’t suppose 
I'll be going by myself.” 

He said this very simply, but Vera Nikandrovna imag- 
ined at once that he spoke with reluctance, too, and that 
perhaps she was meddling in his private life, which was 
drifting further from home, but where exactly, she could 
not tell as yet. There was no doubt that Kirill avoided 
conversations that might afford an answer to her conjec- 
tures about his new interests, attachments or fancies. In 
her heart she was proud of the fact that she had brought 
up her son on a basis of mutual respect; they not only 
loved but also respected each other; in particular, she 
was proud that she respected her son. In early childhood 
She had trained him to be self-reliant, had imperceptibly 
instilled into him the idea that in its very nature the son’s 
will cannot interfere with the mother’s freedom, that the 
wishes of parents and children naturally coincide. 
She herself was convinced that this adroit move would 
bring excellent results. And true enough, Kirill always 
acted as he thought fit, and because of this, had no 
need to hide anything. Falsehood goes with compulsion. 
It is the bitter fruit of violence. Vera Nikandrovna never 
compelled her son to do anything against his wishes. 
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And Kirill repaid her for his independence with complete 
trust. 

She considered this kind of upbringing manly and 
valued what she had achieved, especially since she had 
brought him up without a father’s help (Kirill’s’ father 
was drowned in the Volga, his boat capsizing in a storm). 

Vera Nikandrovna understood that her son was grow- 
ing to manhood: he had turned eighteen, and was going 
up into the top class, She understood, too, that maturily 
meant changes. She expected changes. But she never 
dreamt that these changes might involve the loss of that 
frankness, that the change would consist of the appear- 
ance of secretiveness. She could tell Kirill he was not 
frank. It was perfectly plain to her that such an admis- 
sion, once inade, would strike a blow at the edifice she had 
built up so painstakingly all these years. She kept up 
appearances as though nothing had changed but she was 
amazed that Kirill was capable of falsehood and secrecy. 
She discovered this in the following way. 

There was something wrong with his eyes. The eyelids 
were inflamed and the redness had a grey, sometimes 
purple, tinge. The ailment alarmed his mother at first, 
then an explanation was found for it, after which it did 
not seem so frightening—the eyes must have got some 
dust in them Experienced people advised cleansing them 
with tea in an eye-bath. When this simple domestic rem- 
edy failed in efficacy, they went fo a clinic. The doctor 
made the necessary inquiries and wanted to know, by the 
way, if the patient had anything to do with lead, with 
some compound of lead, or perhaps with lead dust Kirill 
said no, he had not, but, after a moment’s thought, he 
remembered that in the turnery of the Technical School 
some spare parts were made of zinc. The doctor treated 


EARLY JOYS 6] 


his patient to a very close scrutiny and asked what kind 
of spare parts were made of zinc in a turnery; he did 
not think he had ever heard of them—what were they 
for? They weren’t really for anything in particular but 
experimental purposes, for tesling instruments on soft 
metal, Kirill explained with a quick glance at his mother, 
who was in the oculist’s room with him. And from the 
way that he glanced at her and then turned away abrupt- 
ly, Vera Nikandrovna suddenly realized that he was ly- 
ing. Her discovery alarmed her, she decided that she must 
have been mistaken, but from the moment that she decid- 
ed she was mistaken, she began involuntarily to watch, 
to see if her son always told the truth. The doctor diag- 
nosed the alfection of the eyes as Icad poisoning and 
declared his intention of mentioning the matter in the 
proper quarters so that the health of the students should 
be better looked after in the Technical School. Vera Ni- 
kandrovna fancied that the doctor’s words embarrassed 
Kirill, but almost immediately she decided that he was 
not at all embarrassed, but worried about his eyes, and 
she herself suffered great anxiety about his health. The 
affection of the eyes was eventually cured, but the im- 
pression she had received from the discovery made at the 
doctor’s remained with her. It was not that relations be- 
tween mother and son lost their warmth, this, of course, 
was out of question, but the new phase in that indissolu. 
ble friendship was marked by a hardly perceptible shad- 
ow, as the close of summer is signified by the first yel- 
low leaf, still hidden from sight among vivid green 
foliage. © 

And now once again it seemed that the yellow leaf 
had reappeared. It was whirling, a reminder that every- 
thing passes—was glimpsed, fluttered and vanished, and 
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once again, as always, Vera Nikandrovna looked into 
her son’s face with the same pure gaze that said: I 
believe you as I have always believed you and [ am 
sure that you are keeping nothing from me. 

“I think I'll go for a stroll,” Kirill said now, throwing 
his jacket around his shoulders. 

“Didn’t you go for a stroll only a little while ago?” 

‘No, I was only standing at the gate.” 

Kirill went out of the room with his heavy stride— 
his gait was not yet fully formed. In general, he strove 
for an appearance of burliness, though he was light and 
his movements naturally quick and agile. 

Before he had time to go out, the door was opened by 
an uncertain hand and Parabukin peered in from the dim 
passage. His soft mane of hair stirred in the draught, his 
voluminous trousers flapped as he moved, and the vague 
figure was something like a giantess, 

“Who's there? What do you want?” Vera Nikandrov- 
na murniured. 

“Papa!” Annochka called out, jumping down from the 
couch behind the table. 

“So this is where you’re hiding,” he said in a mild 
tone, crossing the threshold, “Good evening, and excuse 
me bothering you—I’ve come for my daughter. What are 
you doing here?” 

“They're showing me pictures.” 

‘Pictures, eh? That’s hospitality, too, thank you for 
it. Here, take this,” and he handed Annochka the ham 
sandwich which had bits nibbled off the edges. 

“Come along home. Say thank you for the hospital- 
ity.” 

“Maybe we won’t let her go with you,” Vera Nikan- 
drovna said rather uncertainly. 
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“You won't let her? And who may you be that you 
won’t let a child go to her parents?” 

“You're cruel to her. How can you?” 

“Let her say how I treat her. Ask her, eh? Why 
‘don’t you ask her, eh?” 

“Tell me, do you want to go with your father or not?” 
Vera Nikandrovna asked gently and kindly. 

Annochka had just bitten off a morsel of white bread, 
her mouth was full, she shook her head, and padded 
across the floor to her father. Standing beside him, she 
looked at Vera Nikandrovna as though seeing her for the 
first time and not particularly interested in knowing 
her. Triumphant, Parabukin drew the child closer to 
him. 

“Eat the ham—go on, take a bit of the ham,’ he 
urged, pointing insistently at the sandwich. “Why are 
you eating only the bread?” 

He shook his mane and threw back his head, wordless- 
ly asserting his parental authority, his superiority over 
these strangers. 

“Say thank you to them for their hospitality,” he in- 
sisted in a challenging tone. 

Then Vera Nikandrovna’'s voice assumed its more Sse- 
vere schoolmistress’ note. 

“You talk about parents’ rights, but what do you do 
with them? You don’t even send your girl to school. 
And she’s a bright child, she ought to go to school.” 

“Thank you kindly. I have had some schooling my- 
self, and if there’s anything I do differently to others, 
it’s not because I’m more stupid than they are.” 

“Then you ought to be ashamed.” 

“Whenever anyone wants to live after his own way 
of thinking, people are sure to try and shame him.” 
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“You say this before your own child?” Vera Nik- 
androvna gasped, “Do you mean that according to your 
own way of thinking you decided to let her grow up 
untaught?” 

‘Well, if it worries you so much, take and teach her 
yourself,” 

“Yes, I will take and teach her!” 

“Then teach her.” 

“I certainly will teach her.” 

Kirill suddenly burst out laughing and his laughter 
was echoed by Annochka, who turned away and covered 
her mouth with her hand. The grownups saw them- 
selves as fighting cocks and might, very likely, have 
gone on to talk in a different tone, had it not been for 
an unexpected interruption. A baby’s wail was heard 
and Olga Ivanovna, with Pavlik in her arms, durted in 
from the yard to the passage and from there into the 
room. 

“Oh, please forgive us, I beg you will forgive us for 
annoying you like this,” she exclaimed as she ran in, 
hardly able to get her breath, her trembling fingers tidy- 
ing her roughened untidy braids of hair, her great 
eyes almost starting from her head. “Please excuse An- 
nochka... Pve been looking for her all the time—I 
couldn’t imagine where she’d got to.... Excuse her, she’s 
not dressed properly.... And I’m not dressed either.... 
Hush, Pavlik, sh-sh-sh! Here, you take him, Annochka, 
you can keep him quiet.... Now, how could you run 
here and bother strangers, my dear, that wasn’t right, 
was it?... And my poor little girl, all because of you. 
Tisha—now, aren’t you ashamed of yourself? This is 
no way to behave, is it, eh?... Excuse us, won’t you, 
we're very much obliged to you! I see you’ve made 
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peace between father and daughter. Oh, what a disgrace 
Tisha!” 

She could not restrain the torrent of words that broke 
from her, and she appealed to each in turn, startled 
and yet pleased that, when all was said and done, things 
had turned out better than she thought. And, dumb- 
struck and embarrassed by her outburst of feeling, they 
all stared at her. 

“And you're giving her food, too, you're giving her 
sandwiches,’ she went on, bobbing a curtsey to them, 
“thank you, and please forgive us all for the trouble. 
Thank you very much and please excuse us all. Thank 
vou, thank you again. Annochka, give Pavlik a bit of 
the white roll and perhaps he’ll stop screaming. Come 
along now, come along....” 

She hustled her husband and little girl out of the 
room, glancing back and apologizing all the time. Vera 
Nikandrovna cut short her apologetic entreaties: 

“I promised to take your little girl to the round- 
abouts. Have you any objection? Then send her to us 
tomorrow, will you?” 

“Oh, ['m very much obliged to you,” Olga Ivanov- 
na gushed. 

The Izvekovs accompanied them to the door. As they 
were leaving, Parabukin, awkward and somewhat 
abashed, asked Kirill with childish curiosity: 

“Would you have tried to stand up to me when we 
were at the gate, just awhile ago?” 

“If youd wanted to fight, of course I would.” 

“You're clean crazy, young fellow! Why, I carry 
bales of about four hundredweights on the wharves. I can 
carry a piano on my back.” 

“What if you do?” Kirill said with a shrug, “at home 
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even’ the walls help—I daresay I’d manage some- 
how....” 

He laughed and watched the strange procession as if 
went through the yard: the little girl with the screaming 
baby in her arms, the huge, loosely-knit figure of the 
Samson behind her, and, last of all, the small brisk wom- 
an who kept talking, talking, talking. 

“That’s a curious family,’ Vera Nikandrovna_re- 
marked. 

“Yes, really amazing,” Kiril}! agreed. “Well, I think 
I'll go for a stroll.” 

“Yes, do.” 

And, just as a little while before the two of them 
had stood watching the Parabukin family go, so now 
she stood alone watching her son as he crossed the yard 
and lingered a few moments at the gate, his elbows stick- 
ing out; she watched him go down the street until he 
dwindled in the distance and was lost to sight. 

Was it conceivable that he was hiding something 
from her? 


THE TOWN had a big boulevard with two flower gardens 
and a park-like square in the English style with pavilions 
where one ate ice cream with German silver spoons, and 
a kind of cottage where one could sit and drink koumiss 
and yahourt. The avenues planted with lilac bushes and 
limes, elms and poplars, led to a wooden stage, construct- 
ed in the form of a large shell. The regimental band 
used to play here on Sundays and the whole town, people 
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of every calling and of all ages, came here to pass the 
time. Each calling and each age had its own particular 
time for visiting the boulevard and its own part of it. 
‘rhe boulevard itself was known as the Limes and under 
this name had its place in the biography of every towns- 
man, great or small. From the new flower garden which 
was exposed On every side to the sun, came the piercing 
incantations of children at play: “Burn, burn bright, Iet 
it not go out at night!” and the babble of unwearying 
longues, in counting-out games and the like, such as 
“Your lady’s sent a fine new gown, a hundred rubles to 
weigh it down, buy Ieft, buy right, lake no black, take 
119 white, don’t say yes and don't say no. What would 
you buy?” After sundown, when the scent of the tobacco 
flowers hung heavy and intoxicating on the air, the 
English-style square was full of silent ladies wilh parasols 
and serious men who wore Shantung silk jackets and read 
the popular novels. In the morning the koumiss cottage 
altracted people with weak lungs and the sunlight, break- 
ing through the foliage, dappled the little tables, the 
half-empty glasses and the pale tapering hands lying 
motionless beside them. On Sundays and holidays the 
shop assistants and artisans stood in a crowd in front of 
the shell-shaped bandstand, listening to martial music, 
applauding loudly, and calling “encore” after “The Rail- 
way Train March” had been played. Through the ave- 
nues flowed in opposite directions two slow streams of 
couples, pressed close to one another, polishing the 
paths with the soles of their shoes and watching idly the 
bottles of lemonade being opened in the pavilions, and 
the swarms of gnats dancing under the gas lamps, and 
the powdery dust wreathing up from the ground like 
smoke, 
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No, this was not the place where Lisa and Kirill met. 
The town had another boulevard, a small square of 
green in a side street near the river bank, Here, too, the 
clipped acacias grew close to the wooden fence—the in- 
terlacing of them with lilac bushes was reminiscent of 
exposed tendons—the elms grew, and the limes aged. 
But no ice cream was sold here, there were no pavil- 
jons, no band played, no one drank koumiss. There was 
only a caretaker’s hut with a piano-shaped bin against 
which he leaned his broom and a pair of oars. And there 
were a few low green benches in the single line of 
green that crossed the houlevard from end to end like an 
aerial dart. This boulevard was known in the town as Dogs’ 
Limes and only an occasional passer-by glanced into its 
shade to fan himself with cap or handkerchief, mop his 
bald patch, and rest a few minutes before going on in 
pursuit of his worldly cares. 

Dogs’ Limes acquired the same place in the life-story 
of Lisa and Kirill, as the real Limes—in_ the _ life- 
story of many young people-—having become an un- 
forgettable, almost fata] landmark in the dearest of their 
emotional experiences on the threshold of their youth. 
Here, before either Lisa or Kirill had reached the age of 
sixteen, he handed her his first love letter, which he had 
written high up under the roof beams of the school, 
where the pigeons were, written by the light that came 
from the dormer window and with the beating of wings 
of those homing birds all around him. His innermost 
feelings throbbed in this letter, but if a teacher of liter- 
ature had read it he would have discovered another se- 
cret: before climbing up to the attic with his paper, pen 
and ink, Kirill had just finished reading Lermontov’s 
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A Hero of Our Time and his note to Lisa was no less 
tragically worded than Vera's farewell note to Pechorin, 
yet it was full of sunny bright hopes. He passed it from 
palm to palm in parting and Lisa asked in alarm: 

“What's this?” 

“A note,” Kirill replied in a scareely audible voice. 

“Who is it lo?” 

“You.” 

“Why?” 

“You'll read it at home,’ he said—he could hardly 
speak, he was so afraid that she might not take 1. 

But she blushed, slipped the note into her bosom 
under the school apron, and ran away, while he stood 
panting as if he had come up to the surface of the wa- 
ter with a great elfort. 

They did not see each other for a long time after 
this and when they did meet, Lisa returned the note to 
him and said indignantly: 

‘How dare you?... How dare you write so familiar- 
ly to me—using ‘thou everywhere! Write it all over again, 
addressing me properly as ‘you.’ ” 

Now, after two years, he was so grown up that he 
could smile when he recalled the incident of the note, 
but at the time Lisa’s annoyed demand awakened in him 
a sense of unusual responsibility and he painstakingly 
carried it out, and copied his confession of love, address- 
ing her as “you” and not “thou.” 

That first summer of their meetings they had dis- 
covered in Dogs’ Limes their own special walk, a narrow 
path, between thickets of old lilacs and a wall of aca- 
cias, where they were hidden from the eyes of the care- 
taker. Here, for the first time, Kirill took Lisa’s hand and 
she did not snatch it away, and they strolled along the path, 
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moved by the first diffident touch, gladdened and hap- 
py. Here, at the end of the summer, Lisa uttered at last 
fhe word “thou” that had annoyed her in the spring, 
when she had seen it written on a scrap of paper. Here, 
the following summer, Kirill plucked a plume of white 
lilac that was just coming out and, laying it carefully 
against her breast beside the bow of ribbon she wore, 
said that white went very well with her brown dress. As 
Lisa took the flower, she pressed his fingers lightly 
against her small breast and they both stood for a second, 
stunned, Then she hid the white lilac under her apron 
so that the caretaker would not see it. 

They had their own favourite beuch at the far end 
of the avenue, behind the carctaker’s hut. They used to 
have long arguments on controversial questions, such as: 
is conscience an absolute conception or are there different 
kinds of consciences, let us say, beggars’ consciences, the 
consciences of young people at high school and technical 
schools, and the consciences of women and men. 

“Perhaps all this conscience business is pure inven- 
tion,” Kirill said doubtfully. But Lisa protested in a whis- 
per: 

“You're crazy! When anyone blushes, it means he is 
conscience-stricken, doesn’t it?” | 

“Yes, but I’m talking from a philosophical stand- 
point.” | 

“And so am I. If the blood rushes to your face or 
you can't sleep because your conscience is troubling 
you, then something must exist. And that something 
is conscience.” 

“Well, if it’s repentance—that’s a function...’ he 
said, thoughtfully, and then the conversation drifted in- 
to abstractions as sails glide away into the sea fog. 
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Their talk turned most often on what they would do 
when they were together. That was the way they spoke 
of it from year to year: when we're together. Each was 
free to interpret it as he or she liked, but both thought 
that they understood each other perfectly. In general it 
seemed to them that they knew all there was to know 
about cach otherand had been living for each other a 
very long time. Both kept their meetings a secret from 
their people at home; Kirill did so because he considered 
that his mother did not require an account of his own 
private affairs, and Lisa because she was afraid of 
her father. 

But the third summer, or rather, with the advent of 
the third spring, they raised the most important question 
—had the time come to disclose their secret? Lisa was 
finishing high school, Kirill had still another year of 
school. They saw themselves as students, living in little 
rooms, or perhaps—could it be possible?—in one room, 
somewhere in Moscow. It was decided that Lisa should 
tell her mother first. There was nothing at all frighten- 
ing in that; for one thing, Valeria Ivanovna already 
suspected something, for another thing, she was so 
very kind, and, for a third, she would break the news 
to Merkuri Avdeyevich. It would be no trouble for 
Kirill to inform Vera Nikandrovna of the whole 
thing, 

“IT shall simply let her know,” he said rather care- 
lessly, | 

‘Tt’s easy for you in any case,” Lisa remarked. “You 
kept the secret so easily, too. And it’s worried me all the 
time. When you come to think of it, it’s just the same 
as telling a lie.” 

‘No, there’s a tremendous difference!” he objected 
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in a very decided tone. “In one case, you tell a deliber- 
ate lie, in the other you are simply silent.” 

“In my opinion, it’s just the same; to keep silent 
about the truth or to speak an untruth comes to the 
same thing.... Tell me, could you keep the truth from 
me?” 

“W-well, if it was for the sake of some very impor- 
tant purpose, I suppose I could.” 

“And could you tell me an untruth?” 

“Why do you ask?” 

“No, tell me.” 

“Lie to you? Have I ever lied to you?” 

“Never!” Lisa exclaimed in indignation, Then, in an 
ingratiating voice she asked: “And you won't?” 

“Why do you ask?” he repeated, in an offended 
tone, . 
“Oh, I’m just simply asking,” she replied reluctantly. 
After a few moments’ silence, she asked, as though she 
was speaking of something quite remote: “Do you hap- 
pen to know Pyotr Petrovich?” 

Kirill suddenly fell out of step, gave her a quick 
glance, then turned his eyes away and went ata slower 
pace, 

This talk took place on the day they called Independ- 
ence Day. Kirill had seen Lisa coming home from 
church in the morning and had gone up to her, and it 
was so unexpected, bold and lighthearted, that they took 
three decisions at once: to proclaim that day Independ- 
ence Day, to walk past the Meshkov’s house together 
quite openly that day, and the next day to go to the’ 
fair together in honour of Independence. Lisa’s heart 
beat fast as they walked, slowly on purpose, keeping 
in step, along the street. where every brick in the pave- 
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ment and every twig in the fence was familiar to her 
and where her own home stood. She was expecting every 
moment to hear her father’s voice calling her, a 
relentless, stern voice, the sound of which might turn 
her destiny, and she was sure that her mother's kind 
cyes, full of tears, were watching her bitterly from the 
window. She felt afraid and abashed. But now they had 
passed the house and nothing had happened. And, pro- 
ceeding in the same prim, dignified way down the street, 
Kirill told Lisa about the incident with Annochka, his. 
acquaintance with Tsvetukhin, and then they discussed 
the best way to break the news at home and went on to 
speak of truth and untruth, and it was at this point that 
Kirill suddenly fell out of step. 

“Which Pyotr Petrovich is that?” he asked, apparent- 
ly calm. 

‘“Ragozin,” she said. | 

“Yes, I know him,” he admitted indifferently, ‘as. 
well as one knows all one’s neighbours in the same 
block. We pass the time of day with each other.” 

“Don’t you ever drop in to see him?” 

‘Why should 1?” 

“Now that’s a lie for you!” Lisa cried triumphantly 
and yet stricken. 

‘No, it isn’t,” he retorted sharply, slackening his. 
pace still more. 

“I can see it by your face. You’ve gone pale! What 
are you keeping back? I know you've been to see him.” 

“How you do go on,” he protested stubbornly. “Where 
did you get this idea?” 

“You came into our yard once with 2 troop of boys. 
Do you remember, it was the day after Easter, whem 
that Bulgarian with the barrel organ and the monkey 
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‘came and brought a whole crowd of idlers after him, 
you remember, don't you?” 

“Well and supposing I did come into the yard? I 
thad a look at the monkey and then went off. If you 
‘want to know, J came more for the sake of looking up 
at your windows, thinking perhaps I might see you, | 
-didn't want to look at the monkey at all. What would 
IT want with a monkey!” 

“That's nol true, either! It’s just another falsehood. I 
‘was standing at the window looking out at the perform- 
‘ance. | can tell you everything the monkey did, in 
‘the proper order. First it showed how a lady walks 
‘with her parasol, then—how a peasant woman goes out 
for water, then a drunken tramp sprawling under the 
fTence....” 

“IT can see that you watched the monkey all the time. 
Tts no wonder you lost sight of me,” Kirill retorted with 
a grin. 

“tf could see you perfectly plainly where you were 
‘standing at the back of the crowd. And you didn't look 
aip once at the window. Not once! Otherwise you would 
have seen me. Someone in the house called me for a 
‘minute; I went away from the window and when I came 
‘back you were gone.” | 

“T got sick of all that mopping and mowing and 
‘went away.” 

“Where?” 

“Out into the street and home.” 

“Tran out to look for you in the street and you 
‘weren't there. You’d disappeared, but without leaving 
the yard. Where could you have: gone? Only into Ra- 
¥ozin’s.” 

“Oh, look here, Lisa, what has Ragozin to do with 
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it?” Kirill demanded, brightening and looking at her 
with a smile. His gentleness softened her. Soothed a 
little, but with a shade of disappointment, she sighed: 

“Still, now I’m convinced that you can hide the 
fruth from me.” 

“T told you—there are truths that ought not to be 
told.” 

“What do you mean?” she cried, “you think there 

can be two truths? One to speak and one to hide?” 
+ She turned towards him abruptly and as they were 
just going into Dogs’ Limes, a backward glance showed 
her the street open before her like a leaf turned in a 
look, the street, empty save for one person whom she 
recognized instantly. 

“My father!’ she whispered, forgetting all she had 
heen saying. As she passed through the gate of the bou- 
levard she seemed lifeless and stiff in her school uniform, 
her body losing all its suppleness. She darted into the 
lilac bushes that enclosed the avenue in a_ shielding 
thicket. 

“Steady there!” Kirill said sternly, trying not to give 
way and run after her. “Don’t run, Lisa. Remember— 
Independence Day!” 

He hitched up his uniform jacket which he had worn 
since spring thrown carelessly over his shoulders, a 
fashion that distinguished the manly grown-up Tech- 
nical School boys from the High School, Real School 
and Commercial School, and followed her slowly, disap- 
pearing into the thicket where the foliage rustled in alarm 
as Lisa parted the branches. 

- By the time Merkuri Avdeyevich reached the boule- 
vard, he found it deserted. He turned back at once. He 
went up the street with his inexorably relentless stride, 
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stamping heels and stick into the pavement as though 
he was ready at any moment to halt and stand firmly 
wherever the necessity dictated; he was listening intently 
in his furious imagination to the things he would say 
to his wife, Valeria Ivanovna, when he got home. He 
would say: 

“Conniver! What are you doing with that daughter 
of yours? If she went gallivanting about with her 
young menin the Limes, in the big boulevard, it'd be mis- 
fortune enough, but it wouldn’t be a disgrace! Every- 
body knows that even the Limes is the resort of frivoli- 
ty and looseness, still it’s a public place. They aren't 
all rakes that go there; yau can see very respectable peo- 
ple in it sometimes. Even consumptives go there for 
their health, and not just the riffraff and that lot. But 
what sort of a place is Dogs’ Limes? How could you 
utter such a word before any decent person? A lot of 
shrubs and bushes, that’s all it is. Bushes and nothing 
else. And what does that shameless slut, your Elisaveta, 
do but hide in the bushes with a young lad? You've 
brought up a treasure, haven't you, with your indulgence 
and connivance? She has neither shame nor conscience 
—thal daughter of yours!” 

Yes, Merkuri Avdeyevich was going to say this: that 
girl of yours has neither shame nor conscience—not a 
sign of it! 


* 190 #* 


GLEAMING GREY, a huge. cumulus cloud fell from heaven 
to earth and the whistling wind rose up from earth to 
sky to meet it. This was the cradle of the swing boats, 
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fossed upward and descending with an o-oh! o-oh! Girls 
squealed, concertinas wailed, lads whooped. 


“So up I sail and down I sail 
Past my girl’s porch with the fancy rail.” 


The drums urged on the supremely oblivious whirl- 
ing of the roundabouts, the organ-grinders had long 
since become deafened, the show-booth bells vied with 
each other, the fairground was in an uproar, rending 
the air and drawing the crowd into some distant world 
where everything was painted, and tawdry, fantastic and 
pinchbeck, a world that had no real existence and 
yet existed the more firmly the less resem)lance it bore 
to life itself. 

The waxworks, in which lay an effigy of Cleopatra, 
with a living asp now falling on her sugary-white heav- 
ing breast, now squirming away. The diorama show- 
ing a brave cruiser sinking into the watery chasm, and 
in the depths the notice: “All hands on deck, com- 
rades, for the last parade is coming! Our proud ship, Va- 
rangian, will never surrender to the enemy—no one 
wants mercy!” The show-booths of the “Spider-Woman” 
and the “Fish-Woman.” The show-booth with the parrot, 
the strong man and the dancer. The show-booth where 
the Black Corsair was beheaded before the eyes of the 
public. The booth with the dancing poodles and lap 
dogs. The transformation theatre where men were turned 
into women and vice versa. The Dwarf Theatre. The 
performing Shetland pony. The Human Aquarium. The. 
Chiromancer who revealed the past, present and future. 
The American bioscope. The orangutan. The fakir. All 
these wonders were hidden in mysterious depths behind 
signboards, linen curtains, fresh plywood, but glimpses 
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could be caught through windows, from platforms, from 
tops of the steps, to attract spectators, and the crowd 
was milling around the touts, drifting slowly from booth 
to booth, calculating for a long time the best way to 
get their money’s worth and hesitating between Cleopa- 
ira, the cruiser and the orangutan. 

Here and there in the throng one saw peddlers car- 
rying on their shoulders huge glass pitchers filled with 
rolling bright-yellow and orange-red drinks. Girded with 
wet towels, into which sticky mugs were thrust, they 
proclaimed in high tenor voices that they sold: “Cooling, 
sweetening, lemon and orange flavoured.” Their cries 
were echoed from various corners by the sellers of 
kvass and ice cream, cakes and gingerbread; back and 
‘forth the voices shuttled, cutting through the cheerful 
uproar, floating high above caps, headkerchiefs, hats 
and shawls. Seen through the peaceful pall of dust that 
spread over this aimless babel, the buildings in the square 
seemed wreathed in smoke, and glancing around, Ki- 
rili could barely distinguish through the smoke the bar- 
racks, the tobacco factory, the jail and the university. 
He wanted to get away from the medley of impressions, 
so he led Lisa out of the crowd. They stopped in front 
of the ice-cream carts, and he asked: 

“What are you going to have—wild strawberry or 
creme-briilée.”’ 

They took a “mixed” portion and he went on talking 
as he pursued with a bone spoon the balls of ice cream 
slithering around the saucer. 

“I remember the things that went on here when I 
was a little chap. The cabbies nearly sank here in the 
autumn, the horses had to be hauled out of the mud. 
And in the spring the dust was so thick you couldn’t 
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distinguish one booth from another. There were far more 
roundabouts then than there are now. My father used 
to bring me here—how long ago is that now? Years and 
years ago....” 

“Don't you like crushing your ices?” Lisa asked. 
“It’s nicer like this.” 

“No, I like it hard.” 

“Oh, why! It’s so buttery when it melts a bit.” 

“It was the university that squeezed the booths into 
2a corner,” Kirill went on explaining. “Soon it'll squeeze 
the fair out of here altogether. Should we go on the last 
of the roundabouts, you and I? Do you like the univer- 
sity building? You do? So do I. It looks so free. Yow 
know, the main body of the building will be extended 
until it crosses the tramline and squeezes first the round- 
abouts, then the barracks and the jail out of = the 
square....” 

“The jail?” Lisa exclaimed. “It}ll never squeeze out 
the jail.” | 

“Well, T think it will. Look how everything's mov- 
ing ahead all the time. It’s not so long since you and I 
used tov go by horse tram and now we're used to the 
electric tram. And we don’t even notice that it’s five 
times quicker. And we're living in what is already a 
university town. And who knows if, before we have 
time to look round us, there may be neither barracks 
nor jails?” 

‘None at all?” 

“None at all.” 

“No,” she objected, “that’s what they call Utopia.” 

“I know it’s called Utopia,” he said. “But I myself 
have heard people arguing that we'd never see a univer: 
sity in this town but look how quickly it all happened. 
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Didn't it?... Let’s have another ice—chocolate and 
cream, shal] we?” 

“itll be a pity if the booths are crowded out, 
choked out by the university,” Lisa said. 

“The university never chokes anything. It will dissem- 
inate freedom,’ Kirill declared, moving closer to her. 

She looked up at the white prison walls; it was a 
long, mournful and rather misty look, then, crushing her 
ace mechanically with the spoon, she asked: 

“Why are the windows in one part of the building 
barred and those in the other part have some kind of 
blinds over them?” 

Lowcring his voice as much as he could without 
becoming inaudible, he told her: 

“The place with the blinds over the windows is the pe- 
nal servitude prison for political prisoners mostly. The 
light comes in but they can't see anything except a hit 
of the sky and then only if they stand right under the 
window. The place with the barred windows is just an 
ordinary Jail for criminals. In 1905 I saw them waving 
red handkerchiefs through the bars. Do you know ‘any 
political people?”’ 

“No, I'd be afraid.” 

“Afraid?” he said in a tone that suggested he was 
either surprised or offended. 

“IT suppose I would seem too thoughtless to anyone 
like that.” 

“Why? You could talk of whatever you Jiked. Just 
as vou do with me.” 

“What a comparison! I couldn’t talk to anyone elsc 
as ] talk to you. Have you any acquaintances like that?” 
“Yes,” he said, looking round cautiously. “I have.” 

“Is it Ragozin?“ she asked quickly. 
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“Names aren’t mentioned in those sort of conver- 
sations.”’ 

She fancied that he uttered these words with a cer- 
tain impressiveness, and there was a silence during which 
she stared down at her plate. The ice cream was melting 
in the sun. 

“Y don’t want any more,” she said. 

“But you said you liked it all messed about this way.” 

“And now I don’t want it.” 

They paid for their ices. Unnoticeably, the irresist- 
ible surging tide bore them on, ebbing and flowing from 
one booth to another, so,-to avoid being parted in the 
press, they linked arms. 

“Well, if there isn’t to be any more holiday-making 
here itll be a pity,’ Lisa said at last. 

“The chief thing’s movement,” he said at the very 
moment that their way was blocked by the crowd in 
front of the booth where the beheading of the Black 
Corsair by the King of Portugal was taking place. 

They were pressed on every side by hot, soggy bodies 
which turned Lisa face to face with Kirill, jamming 
her so hard that she could not stir a finger. She could 
now see in startlingly close proximity his dark level 
brows and the beads of perspiration over them and the 
straight, bold upper lip. He looked very grave and it 
somehow amused her. 

“Yes, the chief thing is movement,” she repeated 
after him, looking still more closely at his upper lip. 
“You've got a moustache. I haven’t ever seen it till now.” 

He said almost sternly, unheeding her smile: 

“Everything moves. When the fair-booths disappear, 
the people will go to the theatre.” 

“The theatre—oh, thatg quite another thing! I’m 
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awfully fond of the theatre. I’d give anything for it—I 
love it so much.” 

“Why?” Kirill asked still more severely. 

“Just to be there in the theatre.” 

“You mean—to go on the stage?” 

“Yes.” 

“You’ve never said anything to me about it.” 

“Nothing will come of it anyhow, it’s just a sort of 
fancy of mine,” she said with a sigh, and he felt her 
light, hot breath fanning his face—it was faintly remi- 
niscent of the smell of milk. 

He scrutinized her closely, just as she looked at hiin. 
Every eyelash was plainly visible, the greenish blue of 
her eyes was pure and soft, her chin, which quivered 
slightly, was delicate, her hair was very fine, too fine, 
and was full of air. Her eyes were narrowed slightly 
from the glare and her head tilted back a little, so as 
to see him better, whereas he could see her easily and 
so clearly. She was trying to free her hands, but he held 
them fast and was pleased that the throng still pressed 
close, milling around them. 

“You don’t look much like an actress,” he said. 

“And what are actresses like?” 

“Different. You’re better.” 

She managed to turn and now they could both see 
the booth, Pulling aside the unbleached linen curtains 
at the entrance, the people, dazzled by the sunlight 
after the dimness, came out,- pressing on the crowd. The 
beginning of the performance was announced by a hell 
and ov the high platform, as though on a scaffold, the 
figure of the King of Portugal appeared, Robed in a 
brocade cafian, with a crown on his tow-coloured hair, 
braided in a queue, he ascended the throne directly be- 
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neath the bell. Throwing one leg over the other com- 
fortably—he wore white cotton stockings and gilt slip- 
pers with the toes turned up in Tatar style—he blew his 
nose in a red handkerchief and began to mop his moist 
neck in a leisurely fashion. His cube-shaped beard had 
come unstuck at one side and his cheeks were rosy as 
Chinese crab apples. 

Hardly had the bell ceased ringing, when someone 
called out from the crowd: 

“Pa’l Zakharich, what was it like?” 

Pavel Zakharovich, who wore a print shirt and a 
cap with a stiff shiny peak, immediately picked out 
the person who had called to him, and did some rapid 
elbow work in an effort to swim out of the crowd that 
had already seen the Corsair’s execution and reach the 
crowd that had not yet seen it. 

“Took it off clean!” he exclaimed in a high-pitched 
singsong voice, with such obvious satisfaction that the 
people around him turned and listened. “Took it off as 
clean as a whistle! But the blood that gushed out!—Oh, 
my! The hangman was a dab hand at the game, he wound 
the fellow’s wild curls around his hand and brought 
his poleaxe down on the neck with such a whack, the 
head rolled right off. And he chucked it into a_bas- 
ket and it hit the bottom with a thud like a block of 
wood, and the body without the head crumpled up and 
didn’t get up any more. A short life and a gay one, you 
see, and he’d come to a bad end at last. Then the exe- 
cutioner pulls off his gloves and—chucks ’em into the 
basket, after the head, and rubs his hands, as much as 
to say, it’s nothing to do with me—I have my orders 
and I do as I’m bid. But the king....” 
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At this point Pavel Zakharovich turned and shook an 
accusing finger at the Portuguese king, and the heads 
of the crowd turned in the direction indicated by his 
gesture. 

“That one with the crown on his head—he never 
turned gq hair: he’d given orders for the pirate-robber’s 
head to be cut off and he wasn’t going back on his royal 
word. He watched, the snake, how the blood ran out 
freely off the axe onto the ground, as if he didn’t care 
a hang about it.... Aye, brother, you ought to go and see 
it, really you ought. You won't be sorry, I warrantl...” 

The bell sounded the alarm once more, and a heavy- 
ily-moustached executioner in a red tunic to his knees 
and a top hat appeared on the platform and took up his 
station beside the king. The human tide surged nearer. 

At that moment Lisa espied Vera Nikandrovna emerg- 
ing from the’ show-booth with the crowd, It suddenly 
recalled to her mind her father and the fact that he had 
not yet utlered a word about the previous day and that 
the worst was yet to come, and she felt a melancholy 
ache welling slowly to her heart. She could say nothing 
and only pressed Kirill’s hand warningly, but he mis- 
understood and responded with a grateful pressure. In 
the crush of people it was impossible to forget about the 
coming conversation that she was trying not to think 
about. Without taking her gaze from Vera Nikandrovna, 
she realized at last that the woman could see them and 
was making in their direction. 

Suddenly Kirill exclaimed delightedly: 

“Look, there’s Mamma. That’s splendid! Come, I'll 
introduce you now.” 

Vera Nikandrovna was not alone—Annochka, now 
with tidy, smooth hair and a holiday look, was beside 
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her and she was trying to shield the child from the 
crowd. Almost before Kirill said, introducing them: 
“This is Lisa,” Vera Nikandrovna was looking at her 
with that all-seeing, pitiless and piercing glance of the 
mother scrutinizing the girl who can upset and mud- 
dle everything in her son’s destiny. Lisa blushed, look- 
ing all the prettier in her confusion, but it did not last 
more than a minute, because the conversation that start- 
ed effaced the ideas that excited them all, with the 
exception of Annochka. Her presence proved to be very 
handy, as she diverted attention to herself, 

“Did you like it?” Kirill asked her. 

She found no words to answer him: the gloom of 
the place she had just quitted still darkened her eyes, 
the gloom lit by flickering yellow candles, and in the 
light she still fancied she saw the dreadful, soundless 
men as though in a night vision. Their life in these 
flickering lights flew by so swiftly and at the same 
time so terribly slowly that Annochka could have re- 
produced every step of the executioner’s, every sigh of 
the Corsair’s, every gesture of the king’s. They were 
grand and terrible, What could she say to such a ques- 
tion as: did you like them? They had overwhelmed 
her. 

“She even screamed when the robber’s head was 
cut off,” Vera Nikandrovna told them. “I’m sorry now 
that I took her to that dreadful show. She was very 
frightened. But she was so anxious to see it, there was 
no gainsaying her.” 

“No, no, you mustn’t be sorry you took me!” An- 
nochka cried, seizing Vera Nikandrovna’s hand and 
pressing close to her. “I wasn’t frightened—no, not a 
bit. I wasn't the tiniest bit frightened of anything.” 


86 C. FEDIN 


She shuddered, her mouth was never still for a mo- 
ment, she kept moistening and biting her lips in turns. 

“No, of course not, Annochka, there’s nothing to 
be afraid of,” Kirill said, “after all, you know, it’s just 
make-believe.” 

“No, it isn’t, it’s real,” Annochka replied in a very 
decided tone. 

“No, there’s nothing true in it at all. Do you think 
the Corsair really had his head cut off? And the blood 
isn’t real blood, it’s only made of cranberry juice.” 

“It isn’t!” 

“What is it then?” 

“It’s real blood.” 

“Oh, you’re just a little girl still.” 

“No, I’m not just a little girl. And besides, there 
were grown-up folks sitting there and they believed 
every bit of it. Because it was true! And the actors were 
there, too, the men who came to see us yesterday.” 

“Yes, Tsvetukhin was sitting next to us,’ Vera Ni- 
kandrovna said, “and do you know, Kirill, he applaud- 
ed loudly. I was surprised—do you think he could have 
liked it so much?” 

“Look, he’s coming out now,” her son interrupted 
her, straightening himself as though afraid he might 
not be noticed in the crowd. 

Tsvetukhin was walking arm-in-arm with Pastukhov, 
who was laughing heartily and smoothing down his 
white suit—they were both dressed in white from head 
to foot, and were thus very noticeable in the crowd, 
especially as they wore panamas, one with a yellow, 
the other with an orange ribbon. They were the last 
to emerge and they were not with the public, but came 
put by the curtained exit through which the actors ap- 
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peared on the stage. The crowd had dispersed, except 
for the knots of people around the king and the execu- 
tioner, examining their robes and the axe with the clot- 
ted traces of something red on the curved blade. 
Pressed back by the crowd of idlers, Tsvetukhin and 
Pastukhov paused before the Izvekovs. Kirill took off 
his cap. Tsvetukhin shook hands with him and, recog- 
nizing Annochka, clapped her on the shoulder. 

“Here’s your acquaintance of yesterday, Alexander, 
did you know her again? I see you’ve made friends 
with her?” he said to Kirill. 

“Yes. And this is my mother, allow me to introduce 
you. This is Lisa Meshkova. I don’t need to mention 
your name because you’re known to everyone.” 

‘“Meshkova? Merkuri Avdeyevich’s daughter?” Tsve- 
tukhin asked. 

“Yes,” Lisa’s reply was a hardly audible sigh. 

“Alexander, this is the daughter of that Meshkov 
we met,” Tsvetukhin explained. 

Pastukhov held out his hand, at the same time con- 
tinuing brushing and examining his suit. He addressed 
everyone as though they were old friends to whom one 
might talk without paying much attention. 

“We've just been to see the scaffold. It’s a mon- 
strous affair. A very devil of a machine! I got all messed 
up with cranberry juice; there isn’t a clean spot left 
on me. This is terrible, really!” 

“Do you hear that, Annochka? I told you there 
wasn’t any blood; it was only coloured with cranber- 
ries,’ Kirill said. 

Annochka shot Pastukhov a somewhat unfriendly 
glance. He blinked at her, glanced at Kirill and in the 
tone of a mentor exhorted him: 
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“There’s no such thing as cranberry in that spot, 
young man, as you should know. It’s all real pirate 
blood, shed by His Majesty’s own personal execution- 
er, You’re right, little girl. They only call the blood 
cranberry juice so as it won’t frighten people too 
much.” 

He chucked her under the chin. 

“Look, Egor, she’s a real siren. A mermaid, eh?” 

“We saw the mermaid, too,” Annéchka informed 
him, conscious of her own superiority, and confident 
that no one would get the chance to make fun of her. 

“Well, do you want to turn into a fish?” Pastukhov 
asked. 

“Now you're contradicting yourself,” Kirill remarked 
drily. “If the blood is real, then the siren must be real. 
How can Annochka be turned into a siren?” 

“That’s what you think, is it?” Pastukhov asked 
quite seriously. 

Then Kirill continued with dignity: 

“Of course. But everyone knows that these tricks 
are done with mirrors.” 

“Are they, though?” Pastukhov returned in a still 
more serious tone, then, after a few moments’ silence, 
burst out laughing at his own peculiar pitch, wiped his 
hot face with his hands, and spoke in an offhand tone, 
through his teeth: “I'd advise you, young man, to give 
up all this corrosive scepticism. It’s just overdone ration- 
alism, that’s all—speaking scientifically. I believe 
that women may be turned into fish or anything you 
like. Would you want to be a fish-woman—a mer- 
maid?” he said turning to Lisa with a sudden smile. 

“In tenrperament—no,” she replied, blushing. 

They all looked at her, The colour spread over her 
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face, she saw that Kirill was blushing, too, and she has- 
tened to recover herself. 

“I just remembered that a friend of mine, in the 
same class at school, was called after a fish, Crucian, 
because she had such a phlegmatic temperament, I’m 
not a bit phlegmatic, am I, Kirill? So if I’m to be trans- 
formed into anything, it shouldn't be a fish, but some- 
thing else.” 

“What about a spider?” Pastukhov asked in a busi- 
nesslike tone. 

Everyone was amused. Vera Nikandrovna felt a 
flush of pride in her son and a sense of goodwill to- 
wards Lisa, as though Kirill had passed an important 
examination and Lisa had helped him to pass it. 

“Did you really like all that pantomime?” Vera Ni- 
kandrovna asked Tsvetukhin with a smile. 

“Awfully. I was crazy about that Corsair, especially 
when he refused to ask for mercy as he was mounting 
the scaffold. How he acted! He’s a marvel!” 

Tsvetukhin thumped his chest, pointed down at his 
feet and the ground, wagging his forefinger right under 
Pastukhov’s nose defiantly, as much as to say, “so Your 
Portuguese Majesty wants me to go down on my knees 
to him, does he?—not on your life, I won’t.” 

From his place on the boards the king watched 
Tsvetukhin’s pantomime, glanced at the executioner and 
they both burst out.laughing. A voice in the crowd cried: 

“Look, those are players, too!” 

“And which booth are you playing in?” Annochka 
asked innocently. 

“I?” Tsvetukhin exclaimed, amid general laughter. 
“Tm at the biggest show-booth of all. When you're a 
bit older, you'll. come and see me.” 
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‘‘Are you a robber, too?” 

“Yes, I’m a terrible robber. Everybody’s frightened 
of me.” 

“I’m not afraid,’ Annochka said, raising her head. 

Tsvetukhin hugged her. While he was speaking to 
her, he kept looking at Lisa, and fancied he saw some- 
thing in common in the way they both listened to him. 
Only there was more mistrust in Annochka, and trem- 
ulous curiosity in Lisa. 

‘Are you fond of the theatre?” he asked her sud- 
denly. 

“Very,” she said in a scarcely audible voice, and 
was glad that the bell, jingling its desperate alarm, 
almost drowned her answer. Tsvetukhin took a step to- 
wards her, as though expecting her to repeat it, and 
said aloud, but in a tone that probably no one else 
could hear: 

‘When you go to the theatre, come round by the 
stage door and see me.” 

She made no reply. 

Pastukhov touched his elbow. 

“Come along. Let’s be going. We decided to see all 
the shows together,” he added, as the goodbyes were 
beginning. 

When they had gone a little way Tsvetukhin asked: 

“Did you notice the way she cast down her eyes, 
Alexander?” 

“Who? The little girl, you mean?” 

‘No, not the little girl, the big’ gir).” 

Pastukhov said nothing. After they had gone a few 
yards, Tsvetukhin turned round, but he could not see 
either Lisa or the Izvekovs. 

“A wonderful girl!” Tsvetukhin remarked. 
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Pastukhoy pretended he did not hear. 

“Wonderful girl, that of Meshkov’s, isn’t she?” 

Pastukhov blinked at the kvass-sellers who were coim- 
ing towards them, the stall-keepers and the show- 
booth touts. Suddenly he stopped Tsvetukhin and with- 
out a word, pointed at the signboard. It showed a 
black poodle standing on his hind legs, holding a cane, 
a pair of white gloves in his teeth. 

“Can you see it?” 

“What?” 

“You understand what it is?” 

“Well, what is it? A dog with a cane.” 

“It’s exactly what you are,” Pastukhov said with 
conviction. 

They shot sideways glances at each other and both 
smiled, but Tsvetukhin was slightly ruffled. 


* JJ * 


DURING the Jewish pogrom of October 1905, Pyotr 
Ragozin was arrested by the police as one of the 
fighting squad that was firing at the ruffians. No arms 
were found on him, but a witness fawning on the police 
testified that Ragozin shot and wounded a carter in the 
crowd. Still, no proof that the prisoner belonged to a 
fighting squad could be produced. Ragozin was kept a 
year in prison, and after this he was banished for three 
years on a charge of disturbing the peace. 

The day he was starting on his journey to the place 
of banishment, his two-year old son died of scarlatina, 
but the news reached Ragozin much later. His wife, 
Xenia Afanasyevna, Ksana for short, a small pale, fair 
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woman, with perpetually raised brows and a smiall chis- 
elled nose, sharp elbows and tapering arms like shut- 
fles| might have passed for Pyotr’s daughter, when seen 
beside him. He was lean and big-boned. His heavy, 
clumsy body was set on long, slightly bowed legs with a 
marked inclination forward, giving the impression of being 
ready to topple any moment. At the time of his arrest 
he was thirty but his big face with its close bristling 
brown beard and curling moustache wore a good-natured, 
understanding smile such as may be observed on the 
faces of those who have seen a great deal in their time 
and grown wise with the years, and so many took him 
for a man of forty and more. As he lumbered along at 
the side of his Ksana, the very stoop of his figure had 
a paternal protectiveness and she accepted this shield- 
ing attitude naturally, as a weaker and more delicate 
creature. The street was fond of watching them, and 
laughing at them, calling Ragozin by his nickname, 
“The Wheel of Babel” or just “Babylon.” This joke 
lost its sting and became more a mark of affection after 
the baby was born and on Sundays, Pyotr, bent even 
more than usual, would be seen carrying the bundle 
wrapped in a patchwork quilt, with a corner of a lace- 
edged sheet indicating the place where the infant’s head 
should be. 

“There’s Babylon taking his family out for a walk,” 
the neighbours would chuckle. They regdrded the Ra- 
gozins as a happy, and even an affectionate couple. And 
‘it was true—the only roughness Ksana could ever re- 
member hearing from her husband was on that un- 
happy morning of the pogrom. 

‘She was standing with some of her neighbours at 
the gate, holding an icon, so that the ruffians who were 
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carrying on the pogrom wold not think the house 
she lived in was tenanted by Jews. The black gang, 
flourishing their knobkerries, whistling and howling 
like wolves, rushed through the streets. Some of the 
more bloodthirsty of them dashed into yards, hot on 
the scent of Jews who had hidden, or in search of 
their abandoned homes, and the mob would fling itself 
upon the prey, crushing everything in its path—human 
bones, window frames, screaming children, stands of 
crockery, setting fire to everything and leaving in its 
wake the stench of smoke, Suddenly a different group 
of men ran out from round the corner, and stretched 
out in a line across the road. “Fire point-blank!” came 
the order in a low voice. Ksana did not notice when 
Pyotr, who had been standing beside her at the gate, 
had slipped into the house. She saw him when he reap- 
peared suddenly, the outside man in the file, and moved 
ahead briskly with the rest, never glancing back. Ksana 
thrust the icon into someonc’s hands and ran after him. 
She caught at him, but he went steadily on, without 
taking his hands out of his pockets, or turning, at his 
heavy lumbering gait. She clung to his jacket. He still 
went on. She hung on, screaming: “Petya, Petenka! 
My own dear Petya!’” He was dragging her along now, 
seemingly unheeding of her weight. She wailed: “Think 
of the child!’ He turned then, tore his jacket from her 
clutch, pushed her angrily away on to the road and went 
on. From where she lay on the ground she could hear 
the revolver shots and, covering her face with her hands, 
she burst into tears. 

Pyotr Ragozin never returned home. It was an unex- 
pected turn in affairs, of course, but Ksana understood 
it as something inevitable, led up to by other unexpected 
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things: the fact that he Mad left her without saying a 
word, that he had pushed her away with unaccountable 
roughness, that he had fired at people, that he had 
never mentioned the possession of his revolver to her. 
Every Sunday for a year she went to the prison, to the 
iron armoured gates painted a soulless green, and through 
the square barred window she would thrust in a 
bundle to the guard to be handed to Pyotr Petrovich 
Ragozin, who was “in detention pending his trial.” Her 
elbows grew sharper, her fingers thinner, but her own 
endurance astonished her, and she used to say that she 
seemed to have two lives. She got a job in a stocking 
factory and moved to other rooms—a tiny little house 
in Meshkov’s yard. When she learned that her husband 
was to be given a sentence of banishment, she grew 
still more grim in her efforts to overcome her fate. 

Early one leaden autumn, after a wearing illness, 
the little child died. It was at night, and the next morn- 
ing Ksana went out to see her husband off. 

The party of prisoners was leaving from the goods 
station and Pyotr Ragozin saw once more the smoke- 
grimed roundhouse and the shop where he had worked 
as a fitter. An old man who had worked alongside him 
came to say goodbye and give him some tobacco for 
the journey. Two prison cars were coupled onto the 
goods’ train; the other was for the non-political crimi- 
nals going to penal servitude. They were in irons, and 
as they were crossing the tracks, raising their feet with 
an effort over the rails, the clank of the metal was 
heard above all other sounds on the station, though it 
could not drown them; the shrill whistle of the shunting 
engine could still be heard, the buffers clattered, the 
horns of the assemblers sounded like those of hunters, 
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the waste steam in the roundhouse issued with a threat- 
ening hiss. It made a queer kind of dialogue: “Life's 
gone by, gone by,” the prisoners’ irons clanked. “Life 
goes on, goes on,” the railway iron clamoured and sang. 
The argument nagged and worried Ksana who thought 
of but one thing: how to go through it all, how to keep 
on her feet, and not crumple up on the ground as she had 
done that dreadful morning of the pogrom. 

“I daresay he can talk by now, pretty well, too?” 
Pyotr Petrovich asked her about their little boy. 

“Yes, he can talk all right,” she replied. 

“And does he ask where I am?” 

“Yes, he often asks me.” 

‘Always in mischief now, is he?” 

“Oh yes, you can be sure of that.” 

“And how does he sleep—is he quict?”’ 

“Yes, he’s a very quiet sleeper.” 

“He doesn’t bother you as he used to do?” 

“No, not a bit.” 

“Give him a kiss from me, will you?” 

“Yes, he shall have a kiss.” 

‘Must have cut alj his teeth now, eh? Well, you 
give him a good kiss from me, Ksana.” 

“Oh, you can be sure I'll give him a good kiss.” 

So they parted. The train with the prison cars was 
soon lost, it disappeared among the other trains which 
stood motionless or puffed out very slowly. The old 
man who had been Pyotr’s comrade was about to say 
goodbye to Ksana before going back to the shop to work 
but when he glanced into her dry eyes, he was dumb- 
founded: one might have thought that it was she and not 
her hushand who had been in prison a year. Suddenly she 
appealed to him to help her bury the child. . 
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“What child?” he asked. 

“My dead son.” 

“Your son? But weren't you talking about him to 
Petya just now and promising to kiss him?” 

‘Yes, When I go home I'll kiss him. He’s laid out 
on the table.” 

At this the old man’s tongue seemed to cleave to the 
roof of his mouth. 

Good people helped her in her sorrow. It was through 
her sorrow that they came to know her, and her 
good repute was not left unnoticed, though the old say- 
ing assures us that that is the way of things, she was 
spoken of and reports of her passed on secretly from 
mouth to mouth until they must have reached some wise 
people. 

The third winter that Ksana had been living the 
single life, she had a visit from the tall elderly work- 
man who had come to see her husband off and later 
helped her to bury her little boy. He started in a round- 
about way but finally led up to the point, which 
was that he needed a trustworthy person for a certain 
job. 

“In what way must he be trustworthy?” 

“He should be able to hold his one 

“Well, I can do that.” 

“Well, I know. I saw it. That’s aie, I’ve come.’ 

Next day two tubs were brought to her on sleds. 
Wrapped in old blankets, they were let down into the 
cellar and set on birch logs, like tubs of winter pickles. 
The wrapping was not’ removed, and Ksana remem- 
bered the tubs only when she went down there for sour 
cabbage. The entrance to the cellar was from inside the 
house, and led straight from the passage, 
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One evening as dusk was falling—it was near the 
end of winter—a Technical School boy came up to her 
in the street and asked her when it would be conven- 
ient to drop in; he had a package he had been asked to 
pass on to her. He could not say what was in the pack- 
age, he had only been asked to take it to her because 
he lived near by. Ksana had hardly time to notice that 
his voice broke and that he kept clearing his throat as 
though he was trying to pull himself together. Late 
that evening he brought something that looked like a 
postal package. He unbuttoned his jacket and, taking 
off his cap, wiped his damp forehead with a handker- 
chief rolled into a ball. He said nothing. 

“It doesn’t look as if the package was a light one, 
if it’s taken so much out of you,’ Xenia Afanasyevna 
said with a smile. 

“If it’s too heavy for you to put away, I'll help 
you,” the boy suggested. 

Xenia Afanasyevna tried to raise the package from 
the floor but found she could hardly shift it. 

“What's this? It must weigh about three stone?” 

“I don’t know,” the boy said, “they only asked me 
to say that you would know where to put the package.” 
' Alert and concentrated, with every feature in his 
face expressing an aloofness that discouraged ques- 
tions, he started to fasten his overcoat. The woman smiled 
again. | 

“Have you been doing this sort of thing for long.” 

What?” 

“Gymnastics,” she said, with a jerk of her head to- 
wards the package. 

“Eve been fond. of gymnastics for a long while— 
Since I was a child.” 
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“You've been carrying around secret packages since 
you were a child, have you?” 

“What is there secret about it? I was asked to do 
it, and as I know you | brought it and handed it to you, 
and that’s all.” 

‘Well, and suppose I don’t take it? After all, I don’t 
know who it’s from.” 

Instead of answering he held out his hand to say 
goodbye and at the same time indicate that he declined 
to joke about things that were far too serious for that. 
In the doorway he paused, thought for a moment and 
asked in an undertone: 

“Is it true that your husband will be home in the 
autumn?” 

“Yes, he ought to be. His time’s up in the au- 
tuma.” 

Ksana’s first acquaintance with Kirill went no fur- 
ther than this, He came again with another package, and 
after that she saw him no more for several months. 
During these visits he avoided confidential conversation 
as before and she decided that perhaps he really did 
not know what he was asking her to keep. At all events 
she accepted the packages quietly, since she had been 
told that she should take them in and keep them with. 
the tubs in the cellar. 

When Pyotr came back, that especial period began 
of mutual recognition, such as is usual between people 
who are very close to each other and have been forced 
apart and have lived far from each other for a long 
while. Traits of character, habits of life and even phys- 
iological points and marks that once seemed so impor- 
tant, have lapsed into insignificance with the passing of 
the years apart, while those that once seemed trifling, have 
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now come to acquire a significant place. To the recog- 
nition of alterations, of those things easily discernible 
by the eye, touch and instinct, have been added long 
narratives of all that has been lived through, in its most 
unexpected, trifling and—to the eye of the outsider— 
unnecessary details. By degrees it became clear and 
comprehensible why it was no longer possible to take 
Xenia Afanasyevna for Ragozin’s daughter, why she had 
lost her fragility and become supple, almost adroit, and 
why Pyotr Ragozin’s whole figure seemed to have un- 
dergone a change: the forward stoop or inclination of 
his body was less marked, the step was firmer, and his 
gait had almost lost its roll. 

They understood that their love had not passed, but 
had grown richer with time and that only the fear that 
it would be dimmed was out of place in the feeling 
with which they awaited each other. They acknowledged 
and were infinitely glad that in their sorrow as 
mother and father they saw not only the lost son but 
also the child they both wanted and grieved for with 
a grief that merged with the passion, now finding free 
outlet at last. Added to this joy of feeling was a new 
appreciation of all that had happened to them, as some- 
thing of great value. Xenia Afanasyevna never once told 
her husband that if he had not belonged to the fighting 
squad and had not gone out with them into the street 
and fired, there need. have been no prison, nor banish- 
ment, and, possibly, their son need not have died and 
they could have lived peacefully. And Pyotr Ragozin 
never once reproached his wife for keeping the child’s 
death from him so long. It did not alarm her at all that 
her husband would have to live under police surveil- 
lance and she took it for granted that he returned from 
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banishment a member of the Worker’s Party. All she 
said when he told her this, was: 

“And you're perfectly right, too.” 

She had no very clear idea about political parties, 
but she felt an unabating personal enmity towards that 
green gate, towards the little window through which 
she had passed in bundles to her husband in jail. She 
had a melancholy recollection of the chapel at the green 
gate, where candles were set before an icon of Christ 
wearing a crown of thorns, and an iron cup hung in 
a bracket fastened with a lock as ponderous as that of 
a warehouse. The legend above the cup said in church 
Slavonic lIetters, “Contributions for the improvement of 
the prisoners’ food.” Once, as she was waiting on the 
steps of the chapel for them to open the window in 
the gate and take in the bundles, Xenia realized that 
if there had been no prisoners, there would have been 
no need to collect money for their food. But, glancing 
into the chapel, she saw, in the humble glimmer of the 
candles, the Christ’s hands bound with cords, and sud- 
denly she fumbled in her purse and took out some 
coppers and dropped them into the cup, and all day 
long the sense of injury and pain would not leave her 
—She wanled to weep, but the tears would not come 
and never came all the years that she lived alone. In 
place of the tears she felt a distinct certainty that her 
husband had wanted to do right and that he was a just 
man and for this reason he was being tormented. The 
habit of thinking that it was natural to him to do only 
what was right and just, grew on her. She was worried 
that she might have done him harm by consenting to 
‘keep those mysterious and dangerous things without his 
knowledge, but he said she did right. This. mutual ap- 
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proval becante the starting point of a new existence which 
at the same time was a continuation of the former old 
existence and yet such as they desired for themselves. 

All the little things of a life that resembled every- 
body else’s life Xenia Afanasyevna employed to cover 
that second existence now led by Pyotr Ragozin when- 
ever a convenient opportunity offered. 

Kirill Izvekov soon entered this life. The visionary 
expectations that had led him here found embodiment 
and were transformed into practical tasks, the most im- 
portant of which became the necessity to conceal this 
second secret life from the whole world. Perhaps it was 
not the second, but.a fourth or even a fifth life. But it 
was a very special life and, when he discovered it, Ki- 
rill felt that other lives followed their course apart, as 
though afraid of it, and made way for it. It was hard- 
est of all to keep it from Lisa, because Lisa _ herself 
was a mystery arisen out of a dream. Both mysteries 
were akin to each other in some way and it sometimes 
seemed to Kirill that they were ready to merge in one. 
He was greatly struck by the fact that Lisa had got 
on the track of his association with Ragozin, but little 
by little grew more at ease and saw in this the first 
promise of the future, when everything would be merged 
in one for them: and Lisa would undoubtedly come to 
see things as he did. 

Since the greatest trial of all was to hide things from 
Lisa and then from his mother, he came to believe that 
what was hidden from them was well hidden from 
everyone. These two knew him too well; they. could read 
his thoughts. What stranger would devote eneugh of 
his busy attention to one of the Technical School boys; 
with his gilt buttons in the neckband of his. shirt, his 
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blue pipings, his simple little badge on his capband— 
with the crossed hammer and spanner? What could 
there be in a young fellow like this to. attract the atten- 
tion of, say, Merkuri Avdeyevich Meshkov? Neverthe 
less, after Merkuri Avdeyevich had encountered Kirill 
in the streets with his Lisa, the crossed hammer and 
spanner ceased to be merely a school badge to him 
and the blue pipings on the buttonholes and cap acquired 
a certain magnetic property. 

The day that Lisa went to the roundabouts, Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich, on his way home from the shop, 
caught a glimpse in the gathering twilight of a familiar 
squarish figure in a short jacket above which a white 
collar showed. Kirill Izvekov was going towards the 
Meshkovs’ house. Without looking around, he opened the 
gate quietly and, latching it behind him without a sound, 
disappeared into the yard. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich stood stock-still. Could things 
have gone so far? Could the talking-to that the girl’s 
mother had received from him only the day before 
have had no effect? Was she still conniving? He rushed 
to the gate. The yard was deserted. He looked in every 
nook and corner, but there was no sign of anyone. He 
entered the house on tiptoe, holding his breath and hear- 
ing the alarmed beating of his own heart. 

He went straight to his daughter’s room. Lisa was 
lying on the bed, leaning on her elbows. She was wear- 
ing the dress she usually wore about the house, one 
with light blue stripes on a dark blue ground. Books 
were spread out all around her and she was nibbling 
the top of her pencil and waiting for the newly-lit lamp 
on the chair at the bed-head to warm to a glow under 
its coloured paper shade. 
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“So you're at home, child?” Merkurj Avdeyevich 
asked. 

“Yes,” she replied. ‘Why are you breathing so 
hard?” 

“Pye been hurrying. When is your first schoo] ex- 
amination?” 

“In two days’ time.” 

He patted her shoulder lightly and smiled. 

“Well, you'd better come and have your tea now.” 

When he closed the door behind him, he gave a sigh 
of relief. “Thank God.” Still, it surely could not have 
all been fancy or his failing sight? He went out into 
the corridor and, pacing the glassed-in gallery, looked 
oul into the yard. 

Mefody’s windows were dark. A faint light appeared 
behind Ragozin’s windows, over which Xenia Afanas- 
yevna immediately drew a brown curtain that scarcely 
let any rays through. Everything was quiet. Slowly the 
night levelled earth with roofs, roofs with sky. Where 
could that Kirill Izvekov have dodged into? Nowhere 
but one of the two little houses. What was the use of 
those “wings,” mere board shanties, they were, which 
brought in very little profit and a lot of trouble? One 
tenant drank vodka—he could not say why; the other 
did not drink vodka—he could not say why, either. 
Those houses should be pulled down and a profitable 
warehouse built in their place. Or still better—they. 
should be pulled down and nothing built on the site, 
except a good strong fence and the gates kept locked 
day and night. Then one would have a bit of peace 
instead of always bothering about the tenants. 

These were the thoughts that occurred to Merkuri 
Avdeyevich, as he stood: on his gallery that dark spring 
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evening. As for Kirill Izvekov, well, maybe it was all 
fancy that the young fellow had come into the yard? 
Everything looked quiet, everything was decent and 
respectable in Meshkov’s yard. God was merciful. 


* 19 *® 


IN LOW WEEK, after Easter, people went for picnics 
in the country around the town. Family parties, with 
all the children and kindred, came with their samovars, 
big iron pots and frying pans and camped in the 
groves, gullics, hillocks, and glades, boiling dump- 
lings, roasting mutton. The smoke of their campfires 
wreathed along the slopes of the surrounding hills and 
the smell of scorching leaves, embers extinguished with 
water, and burned porkfat was carried on the wind. They 
drank vodka, bawled songs, played concertinas and 
guitars. 

The Ragozins set out early in the morning for their 
holiday picnic. Xenia Afanasyevna carried the samovar, 
Pyotr Petrovich—the basket of crockery. On the way 
they fell in with a family they knew, loaded down with 
provisions. They climbed the hill along a straight street 
of wooden houses, which crawled almost to its crest, 
diminishing steadily in size, as though the bigger ones 
had no strength to climb higher, while the little ones had 
clambered on somehow. At the very end of the street 
stood tiny cottages with only one window, then came 
dugouts, lower than a man’s height, and these burrows 
terminated the street. Higher up, the clayey, bare part 
of the hill was belted by ledges dug out to hold the mois- 
ture, and they were planted with neat rows of young 
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saplings. They let down their roots, and grew—some 
into long spindly shafts; others into thick bushes. On 
the slopes over the other side the trees grew closer and 
the wind whispered in their foliage, a man could be lost 
sight of among them, the tops of some trees shot up 
over the coppice—a promise of the woods of the future. 
Here one happened on gullies with steep, craggy sides, 
and springs of water on the sandy bottom. 

Ragozin chose the place where they were lo 
pitch camp. He quoted Pushkin: “From hence the Swede 
wel] threaten” and sat down on the brink of a gully, 
with his legs dangling. From this spot nothing could be 
seen but young green trees swaying in the breeze. They 
fetched water, lit the samovars,. fanned the embers to 
a glow, and the whole company set to work to peel pota- 
toes for the soup. 

Just as the water in the pot was coming to the boil, 
Kiril] turned up. First he whistled from the bushes, Ra- 
gozin answered, and as soon as he saw the boy’s face 
between the parted branches, asked: 

“Did you find us easily?” 

“Yes, by the samovar.” 

“But there are plenty of samovars.” 

“Yours has: a. whistle; though.” 

They smiled. 

“Are you going to share our soup, young gallivanter?” 

“You bet I am.” 

“Well, here’s a knife for you, peel g few potatoes.” 

He spoke in a patronising but good-natured tone; Ki- 
rill tried to copy him in this as he did in his heavy roll- 
ing gait, and it looked as though they were making fun 
of each other.. 

“Whoever peels potatoes like that? You'd think you 
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were sharpening a pencil. If you were to do it like that 
in banishment, you’d be laughed at.” 

“Why should J ever be in banishment?” 

“Why? So as you'll Jearn how to peel potatoes. See 
how I do it—J get one ribbon of peel from a whole po 
tato. A thin skin, too, look!—you can see the light through 
it. You can even see Ksana pouring out the vodka 
for us.” 

He taught Kirill to chip the potatoes into the big 
pot and mix into it a thickening of flour and sunflower 
oil, and to flavour it with pepper and salt and spring 
onions, Out-of-doors every kind of food delights the 
heart and there is none tastier than that prepared on a 
tripod and smelling of the smoke of brushwood. The 
senses are sharpened and revealed in a man as soon as 
he squats down before a fire and sniffs the steam of a 
boiling pot. Air becomes sweeter, the distances attractive, 
people are kinder and life is somehow easier. And all 
that is needed is a boiling iron pot. 

Kirili, lying on his back on the grass after the 
meal, and gazing up at the sky, glimpsed through the 
green of boughs dancing in the wind, was recollecting 
aloud: 

““We were each given a bucket, a little spade and 
wooden dibbers, sharpened at one end, with a cross-piece 
at the other. A bunch of seedlings—short miserable 
little twigs they looked—were stuck in each bucket. The 
whole school started up the hill. Everything had been 
marked ovt on the ground, and when we arrived, the 
rest of the schools were here, and there seemed no end 
to them The planting was easy enough. We bored a hole 
in the ground with the dibber, set the seedling in it 
and filled in the earth with our spades. Then we fetched 
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water and each of us watered the seedlings he’d plant- 
ed. Mine were only up to my knee, They were all so 
dry and puny, no one in the town thought they would 
thrive. And the idea that there would ever be a wood here 
was just laughed at. When we went back to school, a 
photo was taken of us, just as we were, with our buck- 
ets and dibbers and spades. I have the picture still. 
I’m sitting cross-legged, Tatar-fashion, on the ground, 
at the feet of our drawing master, and under the pho- 
to it says—‘The Tree-Planting Holiday.’ Seems queer 
when you think of it—it was nine years ago. What'll 
we see here in another nine years’ time!” 

“IT know.” 

“Well, what?” 

“Tl be forty-four.” 

“T know that, too. But tell me, will it be a better 
world then?” 

“Yes, it’s going to be all right.” 

“And what exactly will be all right?” Kirill persisted, 
lowering his voice. “Is there going to be a_revolu- 
tion?” 

“You're a sly one!’ Ragozin laughed. “If I say no, 
there won’t be any, you'll be off straight away; J ur 
pose?” 

For a long time Kirill did not reply but lay ere 
a twig of Tartar maple. His jaw stuck out at an acute 
angle on his upturned face. His gaze was fixed, the green 
of the floating spots of foliage reflected in the yellow of 
his pupils. His knitted brows straightened slowly, wrin- 
kling the young lines on his forehead. He said very 
softly: 

“ve chosen my road and I won’t turn from it. It 
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‘makes no difference how long I have to go—-nine years 
or twenty-nine.” 

Ragozin raised himself on his elbow. The sprinkling 
of freckles on Kirill’s nose and cheeks made him look 
younger than ever in Ragozin’s eyes. He. took the boy’s 
hand and squeezed it in his harsh, knobbly fingers. 

“Chuck it,” Kirill said, trying to free his fingers. 

Ragozin would not let go. 

“Let go! I know you're stronger than me.” 

Ragozin went on squeezing Kirill’s strong, resisting 
wrist, feeling it give way, and smiling. 

“Look here, that hurts. Chuck it—what d’you 
want?” He wrenched his hand away, wrung it in pain 
and chafed the crushed fingers. 

‘Time,’ Ragozin mused, “time, my dear lad, is a 
big thing. If it hurts for a day—that’s one thing. But if 
it hurts for a hundred days—that’s quite another thing. 
The pcople have patience. But it does make a difference 
to them whether it is for nine or twenty-nine years.” 

He turned, without getting up from the ground, to- 
wards the fire and said aloud: 

“Ksana, why don’t you go for a stroll.” 

Xenia Afanasyevna took their friends to see the 
spring. Their voices and laughter could be heard for some 
time as they slid and scrambled down the steep crum- 
bling clay bank of fhe gully. 

When the two were alone, Ragozin asked: 

“Have you brought it?” 

Kirill pulled a roll of proclamations out of his trou- 
ser pocket. They smoothed them out and put them with 
the batch that eee out of the basket with the 
crockery. 

“Count them out in tens.” 
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The leaves of thin pink newsprint were folded in 
four and replaced in the basket under the towel. The 
work went easily, soundlessly, and soon the last folded 
batch—the size of half of the palm of a hand—had been 
hidden away. Ragozin put the basket back in the bushes. 

“Formerly, round about the first of May we could 
always contrive to hold a meeting in the woods,” he said. 
“But nowadays you have to live like a snail—and drag 
your whole household, kitchen, cahinet and all—on your 
back. Drink your tea, play your concertina, but as to 
having a good talk with folks—not a chance! You may 
spoil the whole show.” 

“If it comes to. that, of course, you might wait twen- 
ty years drinking your tea and playing your concerti- 
na,” Kirill remarked. 

“J see you liked the way my samovar whistled, didn’t 
you?” 

Ragozin smiled and repeated very distinctly the whis- 
tle with which he had greeted Kirill. 

They listened. There was no reply. Only the fragrant 
saplings, swept by the breeze and gleaming in the sun- 
shine, kept rustling and the hawk circled in endless curves 
over the young wood, occasionally piercing the emp- 
tiness of the sky with its keen note, like a diamond 
cutting into glass. 

“] got to know Tsvetukhin a few days ago,” Kirill 
said. “Do you know him?” 

“Tve heard of him, Flying high, aren’t you?” 

“I’m not flying anywhere. [t was just an accidental 
meeting.” 

“Don’t get vexed with me.” 

“I’m not vexed. Pastukhoy was with him. The play- 
wright. He’s well known.” 
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“Is that so?” 

“It would be interesting to know their way of think- 
ing.” 

“Did you talk to them at all?” 

“Yes, but not much. We talked about art. Or I should 
say—booths, really. We met at the fair.” 

‘Well, go on.” 

“Oh, there’s nothing much to tell. They seem to have 
no very clear idea of the scientific basis on which all 
these illusions and the like are based. I mean the spi- 
der-woman and tricks of that sort. I noticed a certain 
muddleheadedness.” 

‘“Uneducated folks, eh?” Ragozin prompted with a 
derisive chuckle. 

“I expect they’re rather hazy about questions of 
physics,” 

‘‘A-ah, I see... .” 

“It would be interesting to give them one of the proc- 
lamations....” 

Ragozin sat up suddenly and, tossing back his hair, 
pressed it down with his big palm, the better to observe 
Kirill. 

“Did you give them a proclamation?” 

“No, it only came into my head this minute.” 

“They may be decent people,”’ Ragozin said, in a qui- 
eter tone, “of course, I don’t know but what they might 
be. But in a case like this you’ve got to look well before 
you leap. What interest could they have in us? You 
see, the worker comes to revolution, like a man coming 
home to his own—there’s nowhere else for him to go. 
But they—they may think better of it.” 

“The idea simply crossed my mind—I wondered what 
their attitude would be!’ Kirill explained. 
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“You need to be very circumspect here. You wouldn't 
say you couldn’t trust your own mother, would you? 
And yet you keep quiet about this and you don’t even tell 
her, do you?” 

A low whistle was heard close at hand, and Ragozin 
nodded: 

“There it is, my samovar.” 

He gave an answering whistle. A minute later a 
tall, thin elderly man with a wedge-shaped beard 
emerged from the grove onto the edge of the gully. He 
wore a suit of Sunday black, and he looked about him. 

“Hey! Have you lost your way?” Ragozin called out. 

The old man strolled over to where they were sitting, 
greeted them, raising a well-worn black shiny peaked 
cap with a narrow crown. 

“You picked a nice spot for your tea-drinking, Pyotr 
Petrovich.” . 

‘We'll be glad if you'll join us.” 

“Thanks, I’ve had my tea.” 

“It’s more cheerful to have it in the opén air, Sit 
down, won't you?” 

“No, I’ve been sitting down a good while.” 

“Well, then stand, if your legs will hold you.” 

“They're used to that, standing in the workshop for 
twenty years and measuring the ground for sixty.” 

He looked about him once more. The bushes were on 
a level with his cap. 

“It’s getting greener every year—the woods are com- 
ing on fine,” he remarked approvingly. 

“The young folks did their best, they planted the 
trees, it seems, and watered them,” Ragozin said. 

“That’s it, is it?’ the old man said, his eyes narrow- 
ing as he scrutinized Kirill. “In the old days the old 
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folks planted for the youngsters. Looks as though it’s 
the other way about now, eh?” 

“There are young people who think of something 
besides themselves,” Kirill spoke up suddenly, looking 
straight into the quizzical narrowed eyes of the old man 

“Ah... So they’re thinking of planting along with 
us?” 

“Exactly,” Kirill replied. | 

“Well, well,” the old man said, looking at Ragozin. 
“What are we going to plant with these young folks, 
Pyotr Petrovich, what raspberry gardens or the like will 
they be?” 

“Hand us that basket there,” Ragozin asked Kirill. 

He got out from under the towel a folded batch of 
papers and handed it to the old man, who took it, 
fingered it as though feeling the strength and weight of 
the paper, bent down, hitched up one leg of his trousers 
to the knee, slipped the wad down into his high, rough, 
rusty-looking boot and then straightened the trouser-leg 
as neatly. 

“Maybe that won’t be enough for you?” Ragozin said. 

The old man was silent a moment, then said, with 
his head on one side. 

“Yes, indeed, I might limp, you know.” 

“Here, then, have another, so as you won't be taken 
for a drunken man, rolling from side to side,” Ragozin 
said, handing him another batch. 

The old man hid it in the other boot. 

“Now thank you for your welcome. What the eye 
don’t see, the heart don’t grieve for,” he remarked with a 
knowing wink at Kirill. Then suddenly smiled kindly. 
“Now you and I are going to know each other. And as 
to our names, Pyotr Petrovich will tel) you, I expect.” 
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“That’s right,” Ragozin agreed. “Is there anything 
to talk over?” 

“Yes, plenty.” 

“Sit down then, and you, Kirill, you ought to slip 
away, but don’t draw attention to yourself.” 

“Pll go down to the Volga,” Kirill said, holding out 
his hand to the old man. 

“Good day, dear comrade,” the old man said with 
an unexpectedly gentle smile that had a touch of mock- 
ery in it. 

“Good day, comrade,” Kirill muttered, feeling the 
sudden flush rising from his breast to his, cheeks, tem- 
ples, ears and head. 

He plunged into the grove, flinging aside the tangle 
of clinging boughs. He felt like a strong swimmer in a 
murmuring green sea and kept hearing in its rebellious 
ebb and flow the echo of the booming word: comrade, 
comrade! For the first time in his life he, Kirill Izvekov, 
had been called by that name—comrade, and for the 
first time in his life he himself had called someone com- 
rade—that old man, who came from the people among 
whom his life was to be spent in future. So he strode— 
or rather, swam—on and on, until the coo] green rus- 
tling waves had borne him out to the bare island of a 
hilltop from which he could view the large town encir- 
cled by hills, a town which was wooden at the sides 
and brick in the middle, like a pie, cut into fairly equal 
Slices by the streets. Below him lay this great, as yet 
untouched wooden pie with its brick filling, above— 
the scud of cloud, driven across the blue by the wind, 
and at his feet the crest of the hummocks, curved 
like.g mane, and this he followed until he came to the 
Volga. 

B— 1180 
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He ran down one slope and climbed another and so 
went on running and climbing. This again was like his 
swimming a few moments since thraugh the young green- 
wood, only this time the waves of the hills were long- 
cr and instead of foliage he had to plunge through the 
bitter-sweet fragrance of fresh wormwood, all-pervading, 
drugging the hills with its spiciness. Inthis way he reached 
the cliff that overlooked the Volga, and sat down 
on it, unfastening his collar, and throwing off his cap 
and belt. 

His heart throbbed insistently in his breast, and he 
laughed, and because he did not know why he laughed, 
he could not stop laughing. So there he sat, with his feet 
dangling over the edge of the cliff, rocking himself to 
and fro, and laughing, and his laughter seemed to him 
like both the talk and the songs that are sung in the 
East, the songs of things he had seen and _ heard. 

He looked out over the boundless valley through 
which the turbid river flowed. He saw the Green Isle, 
overgrown with willows, standing in water up to half 
their height, and bending their silvery-white tops meekly 
before the gust. He saw the orange barge becalmed in 
midstream, looking like a house made of matchstalks, 
and somewhere far, far away, one behind the other, two 
caravans of barges, like the parting stitches of a ripped 
seam, The slow-gliding cloud shadows stained the rip- 
pled surface of the river, the clumps of willows on the 
islet, the crowding vessels at the town wharves. Every- 
thing was on the move, filled with the distant hum of 
work, and traffic, a hum that was borne on the wind 
and in no way disturbed the all-embracing stillness. 

.After having rested awhile, Kirill sat up, hugging his 
knees, his chin pressed hard between the kneecaps, and 
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tried to concentrate and bring some sort of order into 
his thoughts. He put questions severely to himself: what 
do I want? What am I going to be? What is the chief 
thing in life? But each time, as soon as he was on the 
point of putting into words the answer he had guessed 
fairly accurately, the words would slip from reality inlo 
a half-dream and became transformed into pleasantly- 
colourful, constantly-changing patterns. He fancied that 
he was moving and rearranging extraordinarily large 
masses of material: the river itself was raised by his 
hands and flowed through the sky; the snowdrift clouds 
filled a fathomless, now deserted watercourse; black 
oaks grew along the banks in an avenue; a_ barge 
sailed along this avenue, unrolling herself thunder- 
ously as she went like a huge ball of yarn, leav- 
ing in her wake a pathway of evenly-laid, amber 
logs. Kirill was standing before the blackboard, 
doing sums with his hands, which had suddenly grown 
very big, and his teacher kept nodding approvingly and 
flinging pince-nez off his fleshy nose, first one pair, then 
another, then a third, faster and faster, until soon thou- 
sands of eyeglasses strewed the distant waters with a 
glittering ripple. “Very well,’ the draughtsman was say- 
ing, “if you want to pass the examination, you must do 
a cross-section of the town in which you want to live.” 
Kirill’s drawing grew and grew until it was far loo 
big for the board, and the board spread endlessly, and 
innumerable rooms like the cells of a honeycomb ap- 
peared on it, and over them sped the cloud-shadows 
and Lisa was standing in one of the rooms. “I have 
passed all my examinations,” she said. “Turn away.” 
“Why?” Kirill asked. “Turn away, I’m telling you.” 
“But you’re my wife,” he said. “It makes no differ- 
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ence, turn away,” she repeated and turned away 
herself. Her dress was fastened at the back with 
innumerable hooks-and-eyes and‘ when she raised her 
arms over her head to unfasten them, her long plait 
caught in the hooks, and he went up to her and freed the 
hair from the hooks and unplaited it. The hair had the 
fragrance of wormwood and was overpoweringly strong, 
it grew steadily stronger and warmer. Lisa turned round 
very slowly and when she did, Kirill saw the sweet face 
of his own mother with the faint pockmarks on the 
upper lip and brow, and she said: “Only give me your 
word that you'll never go out to Green Isle in your boat. 
Remember that’s where your father lost his life, Kirill!” 
Her voice had altered strangely and she pronounced 
his name in a rough manner, like a man. 

“Having a nap, eh?’ someone quite close to him 
said in the same rough tone. “Kirill, are you asleep?” 

He opened his eyes and, without getting up, and 
with his head still resting on his hands, he saw Ragozin 
a few paces away, looking out over the Volya. 

“Don’t get up and don’t come near me,” said Rago- 
zin, “See you don’t drag anyone after you. There's 4 
young chap roaming these hills—high boots, trousers in- 
side, Keep an eye on him—he’s a ‘mummer,’ a plain- 
clothes policeman.” 

Ragozin looked lazily around the horizon and then, 
as he turned to go, said: 

“There’s going to be a shower. Mind you aren’t 
caught in it and get cold.” | 

Only then did Kirill notice that the sky had clouded 
over, He raised himself on his elbow, Over the hilly 
bank and the islet the warm yellow-green colour still: 
shene, but the further he looked on the lower meadew 
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side, the colder the tones became; the river looked blue, 
the white crests of the breakers took on a steely tinge, 
and there was a long gloomy purplish-black strip by the 
shore itself, as though Chinese ink had been mixed and 
shaken up on the bottom and it had floated to the surface: 
Over the opposite bank sailed a low. grey cloud with sil- 
very edges. The barge drifted far downstream, and was 
no longer orange but drab, as though begrimed with 
smoke. Caravans of barges were hastening townwards 
in apparent anxiety. The first faintly audible mutterings 
of springtime thunder seemed to Kirill fraught with a 
threatening and solemn exultation. 

He glanced around. A smart young fellow in a red 
Russian blouse and a short, fancy-weave, well-pressed 
jacket, was striding towards the edge of the cliff with a 
careless swaggering gait. His wide corduroy trousers 
were worn inside high boots and had the fullness eased 
over the tops of the boots which were blacked and creased 
in concertina folds above the ankle. His thick 
fair hair was neatly cut, and on his snub nose he wore 
smoked glasses on a black cord. He looked like a 
shop assistant who would attend evening continuation 
classes. He paused on the brink and _ stood admiring 
the view. 

“Aha, so there you are, my lad!” Kirill said to him- 
‘self, feeling a thrill of pride that he had been followed 
and that he was aware of it and saw through this 
young bounder in the high boots and eyeglasses. 

‘Kirill lay down on his back and stretched himself: to 
his heart’s content. Covering his face with his cap, he 
muttered with satisfaction into its stifling satin lining: 

“To hell with you! What dol care for the rain? But 
what will you look in it, you slick, dandified ass!” 


11s C. FEDIN 


* 13 =* 


IT 1s NOT so easy to prepare for examinations, especially 
when you have passed nine, and three still remain. 
Would there ever be just one left, and then nothing? 
There were still three to pass, a whole three! 

This was the third pencil that had been chewed, 
and how many exercise books had been filled, how 
many ticks made beside questions on examination pa- 
pers? How many times had Lisa’s mother, Valeria 
Ivanovna, said: “Lisa, that’s enough, it’s time you were 
in bed, you'd better get up a bit earlier in the morn- 
Suddenly her thoughts stood stock-still and-—would | 
go no further. Her head was stuffed as full as a sack 
of flour; it wouldn’t hold any more, And somewhere deep 
in that flour lurked, motionless, a tag of a phrase— 
“three elements.” But which three elements, why threc 
elements—was more than she could understand. Perhaps, 
it was the three examinations that were on her mind? 
Or three chewed pencils?—or three questions not yet 
crossed out on the examination paper? No. Just three 
elements, do what you like about it! Perhaps three 
worlds? No, there was only one world, one and the same 
world before our eyes, the oné that was familiar 
through and through: -the glassed-in gallery of the cor- 
ridor, and below the yard with the little blue “wings,” 
the cellars and the drying sheds. The summer hardly 
begun, the motionless sun, the stillness. Then, the trilling 
of the balalaika. That was the young shop assistants 
who had moved out to the drying-sheds for the summer 
and were practising their rural repertoire: “The Moon 


ing 


EARLY JOYS 119 


Shining Brightly,” the waltz, “The Hills of Manchuria,” 
and a plaintive song: 

“In the city of Kuznay 

There’s the hostelry Cathay, 

Waiter, waiter waiter mine, 

Fetch me quick a draught of wine. 

Bring me vodka, bring me beer, 

Give me back my darling dear!” 


The gate banged as a Bulgarian beggar in a rusty- 
looking ragged cloak passed through to Ragozin’s house. 
He tapped at the window with upraised bony hand and 
Xenia Afanasyevna came to the door and gave him a 
piece of bread. He threw open his cloak, exposing the 
coppery-brown body under the tattered clothing. He ut- 
tered pitifully inarticulate sounds, opening his mouth 
wide and pointing to his mutilated tongue. The whole 
street knew that his tongue had been cut out by the 
Turks, in some vague bygone day known as the “times 
of the Turkish atrocities”; everybody knew that this Bul- 
garian was not the only one, and that a whole lot of 
them went about in unbelled cloaks, begging for old 
linen, Lisa could hear him mumbling at first one door, 
then another, in the yard, until at last the banging of 
the gate denoted that the beggar had gone, and the next 
turn in the program came on, the cracked three-voiced 
hurdy-gurdy filled the street, Memory prompted the 
words, familiar from childhood, to each stage of the mel- 
ancholy tune: 

“The apple of my mother’s eye, 

Her darling daughter once was I, 

Till one autumn night | slipped from bed 
And with my love from home | fled,” 
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From the end window of the gallery she could see 
the corner of the schoolhouse, the whitewashed brick 
wall and above it the three poplars with their pyramidal 
tops pointing towards the sky. The hurdy-gurdy passed 
from song to song with a click like that of a rifle lock, 
while Lisa sat gazing at the poplars. The green stood 
out in sharp contrast to the encircling blue, but if you 
stared fixedly, without blinking, the blue of the sky 
turned greenish and the leaves. were touched with blue, 
and then you were in a whole world of bluish-green, and 
the white school, and white wall around it were slowly 
immersed in this world, and Lisa began to see in it 
things that were hidden from the eye by the Helghvour: 
ing roofs and trees in the street. 

She was seeing in imagination the basement win- 
dows of the schoolhouse with their heavy bars, the 
rooms, as Kirill had described them to her—his room with 
the blueprint on the wall above the bed and the portraits 
of great men. Once he told her: “When I’m thinking 
and looking at them, I imagine that they might open their 
mouths and talk to me, especially if I’m just falling 
asleep. Don’t you love great people?” She had replied 
that very likely everybody loved great people but that 
this love was only in their minds because great people 
were out of reach, “Why out of reach?” he demurred. 
“People go to Yasnaya Polyana to see Tolstoy and he 
talks to anyone who wants to see him.” “And would 
you go and see him?” “No. I don’t agree with his views. 
He considers that good should be implanted in man and 
I consider that evil should be rooted out.” “Isn't it 
just the same?” “No, it isn’t. The main thing is the or- 
der in which it’s done. First comes fhe destruction of 
evil.” “Have you a portrait of Tolstoy in your room?” 
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“I used to have, but now I’ve moved it into Mother's 
room.” 

Lisa could see in her mind’s eye his mother seated 
under the picture of Tolstoy. She looked into her face 
very closely as she had done that day on the fair- 
ground, and the face seemed kind, and the faint pockmarks 
above the upper lip and on the brow-——unusually attrac 
tive. Lisa was thinking that she might become very fond 
of Kirill’s mother and would be sure to love her as soon 
as she and Kirill were together. Of course, she would 
still love her own mother better than anyone else in the 
world. 

Lisa’s mother was a plain, simple woman. One could 
not imagine a portrait of Tolstoy hanging over her bed. 
It made Lisa smile—it was so incongruous: Mamma and 
that bearded, lined face with the shaggy eyebrows. Al- 
though, very likely, Mamma had, deep down in her soul, 
just the thing Tolstoy advocated: she. would implant 
only good everywhere. She obeyed one law that she 
never mentioned and that needed no words to express it, 
though. Lisa could express it with confidence: love is 
beautiful, malice is ugly—this was what Lisa felt about 
her mother. 

Then she remembered Valeria Ivanovna’s account of 
the conversation with Merkuri Avdeyevich, and his ser- 
mon, as he called his interminable reprimands. 

“You're answerable for Lisa, you’re her mother,” he 
had said. “Is this the way you’ve brought her up? She’s 
hanging about that place, Dogs’ Limes, with one young 
scamp today, and she'll be with another tomorrow, and 
a third next day!” 

“Why should you insult the girl—talking about a 
second and a third?” Valeria Ivanovna protested. 
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“You want to say—she’s keeping company with one 
all the time? What’s the meaning of this—is it a settled 
thing, a love affair?” 

“Oh, who’s talking about a love affair!’ 

“What do you suppose it is, then, if she’s with him 
day in, day out?” 

“Well, ask her yourself what it is?” 

“I’m ashamed to talk to my daughter about love af- 
fairs,” 

“Well, Merkusha, what do you think you can do if 
the girl falls in love? You can’t forbid her, can you?” 

“Nobody's going to forbid her. When the proper time 
comes, she’ll mect some decent respectable man who 
will marry her and for all I care, then, Iect her love him 
as much as she likes. Would [ be the one to stand in the 
way of her happiness? But you've got to get all that 
nonsense about love affairs out of her head.” 

“She hasn’t got any nonsense about love affairs in 
her head All she wants is to go on with her schooling,” 

“Oh, so that’s the case, is it? You want to make one 
of these new-fangled college girls out of her for me? 
Like those that sit in the Limes, with their hair cut 
short? Not for me, thank you! The high school isn’t 
enough for her—she must go to the Women’s College! 
And which, I'd like to know? What is she going to 
study? Medicine, or maybe, jurisprudence? And she'll 
have to go up to Moscow or St. Petersburg for that, eh? 
Allow me to ask you—for what purpose? So as to leave 
her parents’ house and go to live in furnished rooms? 
What's the idea? What exactly would be the use of it to 
her?” 

He had gone on like this all the evening, pacing to 
and fro, from corner to corner, occasionally thumping 
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the table or the backs of the chairs, raising his voice 
to a yell, then lowering it to a whisper fraught with sin- 
ister warning, and “I won’t stand it!” “I won't allow 
it!’ every minute, until at last Valeria Ivanovna had re- 
lapsed into silence and wept. 

As she recounted all this to Lisa, she wept again and, 
clasping Lisa’s head to her bosom, breathed with a sob 
into her ear: 

“And what if you have fallen in love, Lord have 
mercy on you and save youl’ 

And, throwing her arms around her, Lisa whispered 
her thoughts—and wept, too. And they both sat down 
on Lisa’s bed, crying with their arms around cach 
other, and wiping away their tears with the corners of 
the same handkerchief until it was soaking wet and the 
tears came to an end. Then her mother questioned her 
about Kirill, and what he was like, and how they had 
contrived to keep out of sight for three years, what 
they thought of doing now, and how was she to tell all 
this to the father so that it would not bring down any- 
thing worse than a sermon on their heads. 

Now, as she sat listening to the mournful crooning of 
the hurdy-gurdy, and staring through the glass of the 
gallery at the hazy greenish-blue world—the world 
of Kirill—Lisa went over again in her own mind that 
conversation with her mother, on the bed, when all her 
thoughts had begun and ended in vague, sweet fears for 
the future and all her feelings had dissolved without a 
trace in her mother’s caresses. Suddenly Lisa tore her 
gaze from the window and ran into the rooms. 

Valeria Ivanovna was showing the servant how to 
iron men’s shirts: first the back and sides, then the 
sleeves, cuffs, shoulders, and last of all the starched 
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front, and heaven forbid there should be a crease, a 
wrinkle or a ridge on that. And before starting-on the 
front, the charcoal in the iron must be blown on 80 
that the embers would glow, but it must be done away. 
from the table to prevent the ashes settling on the iron- 
ing board, otherwise if would all be labour in vain. 

“Blow it like this, see!” Lisa cried, as, running to 
her mother, she plumped down beside her, hugged her 
knees and started to blow on the hot iron with all her 
might. 

“Stop that now, do you hear! Look what you're 
doing?” Valeria Ivanovna cried, trying to move the iron 
out of Lisa’s reach, and blowing and fanning away the 
flying ashes that were settling on the ironing board and 
rising to the ceiling. “Take away the linen, roll it up 
quick!” she called out to the maid. “Throw it into the 
basket—the basket, 1’m telling you!” 

Jumping up, Lisa embraced Valeria Ivanovna, set a 
wooden stool for her and made her sit down, then sat 
on her mother’s lap. 

“My dear, you're overdoing this learning of yours,” 
Valeria Ivanovna said with real anxiety. 

“That's true, Mamma, it does seem as if something’s 
stuck in my head. | thought if I blew hard on that iron 
it might clear it.” 

“I know what’s stuck in your head, You'd better go 
out for some fresh air, I think... .” 

When she was outside the gate, Lisa looked up as 
she always did, at the austere walls and the school fence: 
The poplars stood sentinel over the unpeopled quiet 
of the place. They were guarding Kirill’s world, his 
room with the portraits of great men. A ‘stunted litle 
peasant appeared at the crossroads with a wooden grind 
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ing-machine over his shoulder and called out in a ring- 
ing voice: “Any knives, or scissors to sharpen!” stood 
awhile looking about him at the silent houses, then went 
reluctantly on his way. A brisk woman came round the 
corner with a small girl. They were carrying bundles. 
The child nodded to Lisa from a distance and she rec- 
ognized Annochka. 

“Good morning, miss, how are you?” the woman 
said in an effusively sociable manner, as she came up to 
Lisa. ‘“Annochka, shake hands and say how d'’you do. 
She told me she met you at the fair. 'm her mother, 
Olga Ivanovna. Very pleased to meet you.” 

‘You know where we're going?” Annochka volun- 
teered. “We're going to the theatre.” 

“Yes, indeed,” Olga Ivanovna broke in. “We're tak- 
ing clothes there for the theatre people, we were asked 
to do it.” 

“Clothes?” Lisa repeated softly. 

“Costumes for the play,” Annochka explained. 

“All sorts of rags, you know,” the woman added al- 
most apologetically. “This is the second time we're go- 
ing there. At first I collected things that looked fairly 
decent, from people I knew. I thought things that 
weren't too worn or shabby would be wanted. When | 
brought them there, they said: ‘Whatever’s this? Take 
them back. What we want is the oldest stuff,’ to put it 
plainly, they want rags and tatters.” 

“That's so as they can show the life of poor people,” 
Annochka said very seriously. 

“T’ve just come out for a walk—so may I see you a 
little way?” Lisa offered rather shyly. 

“That'll be very nice indeed,” Olga Ivanovna went 
on garrulously. “Weather like this makes you want to 
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go out fora walk. Annochka, you'd better change hands, 
or you'll get tired. Here, take this bundle, it’s lighter. 
Well, as I was saying, an actor there, an elderly man; 
but very nice looking, said to me: ‘We want to play 
true to life and so we need the sort of rags that the poor- 
est tramp would scorn to wear.’ I’ve collected such 
rubbish this time that I’m half-ashamed to take them 
there. And can you imagine, as soon as ever they heard 
in the doss house that,ragged clothes were needed, they 
put up the price—why, you couldn’t get near them! To 
tell you the truth, I can’t make out why the theatre should 
show poverty. After all, it’s not beautiful, is it? 
J] remember when I used to go to the theatre—in the 
days when we were quite well-to-do, my husband and 
I—I would always choose the most beautiful show. It 
was something to look at and to remember afterwards 
for a long time, and you’d think that though you your- 
self may never have a beautiful life like that, still 
you have seen real beauty in your time. That’s true, 
isn’t if?” 

Lisa listened with interest to her new acquaint- 
ance. Her irresistible flow of talk, was engaging enough, 
but behind this talk she fancied she sensed something 
other than what Olga Ivanovna was saying. 

Lisa rarely went to the theatre because Merkuri Av- 
deyevich allowed her to see only those plays that the 
high school approved of, plays that were instructive. 
Her memories of plays she had seen were festive and 
she adored the town theatre. Her head swam a little 
whenever, tense and silent, she mounted the slippery 
painted asphalt stairs from circle to circle, passed the 
ushers, and entered the low box. The program trembled | 
in her hand, her opera glasses grew hot in her palm. She 
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was no longer in the theatre, but in another sphere, be- 
yond the rim of life. The world of home and even of 
Kirill retreated before a third world, inaccessible and aloof 
as a divinity. When the curtain went up, it was as 
though the divinity permitted mortals to look upon his 
countenance. Then one ceased to breathe, the heart stood 
still and the miracle happened. For a few fleeting 
moments Lisa felt that she might be not just herself but 
anyone—more beautiful or more malicious, better or 
worse, older, nobler, sadder, smaller or gayer. She 
might give herself to everyone and yet have everyone 
within her power, In all her imaginary transformations 
she gave herself to people and they submitted to her. 
She became that very wonder at which she was looking. 
She became an actress. 

No one else knew of these states of mind, nor did Li- 
sa care to speak of them to anyone. Alone with her 
own heart she acknowledged that for her a stage career 
was as inconceivable as a flight across the ocean with 
wild swans. She was pleased that the conversation which 
had arisen unexpectedly with Kirill at the fairground 
had concluded with that true word—phantasm. But the 
other subsequent conversation arising still more unexpect- 
edly with Tsvetukhin recurred restlessly in her mind, 
expressing itself again in the concluding words of this 
conversation: “Drop in and see me—come around to the 
stage door.” For some reason a very clear impression 
remained that the words had been spoken in a whisper. 
At any rate. he had bent so close to her that it must 
have attracted everyone's attention, and she herself had 
been struck by the gleam of his raven-black hair on the 
right temple, revealed by the panama, and also by his 
clipped black moustache, seen as closely as she had 
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seen the youthful, hardly perceptible growth on Kirill’s 
lip a few moments before. 

And now she looked at Annochka with a wistful en- 
vy. This little girl was able to go to the theatre now, 
though the doors were, with the exception of the mys: 
terious side entrance near the garden, still closed to the 
public, while she, Lisa, would have to turn back and go 
home. .., Suddenly she felt Annochka’s thin hand squeeze 
her fingers as the little girl) murmured: 

“Come on in with us and let’s have a look at every- 
thing! There are all sorts of things to see!” 

‘Yes, do come. If you'd care to see it, let’s go to 
the costumier’s room—it’s very interesting,” Olga Ivan- 
ovna chimed in. . 

“But what shall I say?” Lisa asked her, making up her 
mind at once and startled by her own determination. 

“We'll say we've come together.” 

Various objections arose and subsided rapidly in her 
mind but the door opened and a damp cool smell, as: of 
freshly-washed linen, was wafted into the street. 

Here, everything was in twilight or else in complete 
darkness—the passages, the corridors, the steps, the stair 
landings, veiled in a sleepy pollen-like light from the 
electric lamps. Then a bright room opened where, on 
two rows of wooden stands, were hung as though fro- 
zen, the outward envelopes of some strange human lives, 
brocade, satin, cloth, silk islands in an abyss of braid; 
lace, beads, jet, and ribbons. The draught created by 
Oiga Ivanovna as she made her way with the bundles 
through this cosmos of clothing, occasionally stirred one 
of the stiff integuments which now reminded Lisa of a 
dying boyar, now a spirited Spaniard, now a mocking 
French marquise, Annochka paused before a rich caftat 
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swaying. slightly on its hanger, touched the brocade, 
whispering to Lisa: 

“This is gold.” 

- “Yes, it’s for Tsar Fyodor,” Lisa told her in a 
whisper. 

They entered the costumier's workshop. The bespec- 
tacled tailors, surrounded by scraps of material of many 
colours, sat on the tables, plying their needles silent- 
ly. Olga Ivanovna undid her bundles. Two men_ in their 
waistcoats rummaged in the things she had brought. 

‘I’m downright ashamed of the stuff, I really can't 
tell you how ashamed,” Olga murinured apologetically. 

“That'll do for the Baron,” said the costumier, spread- 
ing out a dirty torn jacket by its sleeves. 

“Not for a Baron, surely!” Olga: Ivanoviua gasped 
in horror. e 

Meanwhile Annochka was winking hard at Lisa to in- 
duce her to bend down and listen to a secret. 

“Let’s go out there.” 

“Where?” 

“Where they’re playing.” 

Lisa shook her head, but Annochka was drawing 
her away by the elbow and she found that they were 
near the door, 

“T’ve been up here before,” the little girl confided 
when they were in a narrow passage redolent of glue and 
a barber’s shop. 

‘They went down some steps, climbed others and from 
there entered a shadowy ravine of extraordinary depth. 
They were at the very bottom of the ravine; above them, 
where the daylight filtered in diffidently, vast folds of 
canvas. daubed with colour hung at the ends of motion. 
Jess: ropes. Lisa. found herself in front now; she seemed 
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to have changed places with Annochka who lingered 
to look curiously at every object. 

Suddenly she heard slow steps. A man’s figure emerged 
from the twilight. He was coming straight towards 
her and this was a very narrow place. She kept close to 
the wall on her right hand, He moved in the same. di- 
rection. She dodged to the left. Now he wanted to step 
aside and let her pass and so made the same movement. 
Immediately they both decided to correct themselves, 
moved at the same moment, and instantly collided with 
each other. Then he said in a low, unctuous voice: 

“Well, let’s stand still a minute.” 

She recognized Tsvetukhin’s voice. Then she recog- 
nized his face—as it had looked in her mind’s eye a few 
ininutes before, on her way to the theatre, only now he 
wore no panama and his black hair gleamed. 

“So it’s you?” he said softly, then after a pause, 
“You? Lisa Meshkova? How did you get here?” 

All this time she had been thinking what she would 
say if she were asked how she happened to be behind 
the scenes and she had decided she would tell the truth. 
But now she stood transfixed looking into Tsvetukhin’s 
eyes, He smiled, took her arm, turned and led her along 
with him. 

“Come along to my room,” he said. 

They emerged at last from the hangings, mounted an 
iron staircase, then he opened the nearest door. 

Lisa paused on the threshold. The sun was shining 
in at the window, reflected in the glass and playing on 
the frames of the photographs arranged on the wall 
around the large mirror. The reflections played every- 
where, multiplying the innumerable small objects scat- 
tered abaqut on the long table. Playbills with Tsvetukhin’s 
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name in startling letters covered the walls to the ceiling 
and were garlanded with ribbons that repeated his name 
‘in gilt letters. A sword with a bronze hilt lay on an arm- 
chair covered with a grey cloak. Tsvetukhin picked up 
the sword, threw the cloak onto another chair and said, 
pointing to the armchair: 

“Won't you sit down?” 

Lisa did not move. 

“How did you get in here at this time of day? Have 
you friends in the theatre?” 

She looked at him almost imploringly. He smiled 
again and asked, as he stood with one foot advanced, tap- 
ping his boot with the sword: 

“Did you want to see me? Is that it?” 

She turned her eyes away; he repeated in a still low- 
er tone: 

“You thought you’d meet me? Why don't you ad- 
mit it?” 

“No.” 

“You’re not speaking the truth.” 

“Now you're being discourteous,” she said quickly. 

“Forgive me,” he said, smiling more broadly. “But I 
can see that you are hiding the truth from me.” 

“Then why do you try to make me speak?” 

“Oh, but I’m not making you doanything. I’m begging 
you to do it. What brought you here at this time of day?” 

“It's a—coincidence.” 

“Ah, a coinerdence, was it?” he gave q pleased laugh. 
“Well, it’s-a very lucky coincidence! For me, at any rate. 
And what about you?” 

Lisa, surprisingly enough, sat down in “the armchair. 
Gripping one arm of it tightly, she raised her other 
hand, palm outward, as though to ward off Tsvetukhin. 
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“You're falking to me as though [I’m a little girl,” she 
said. “You’re mistaken. A little girl would hardly be 
able to understand that you're a very spoilt person. But] 
can see you are. Seems as though I knew that before. I 
thought it likely...and naturab enough in an actor. But 
1 didn’t think you were unkind. You seemed quite differ- 
ent then. If I was mistaken, it’s a great pity.” 

She was very pale, her lips still trembled when she 
had ceased speaking. Tsvelukhin looked at her with 
surprise. He waited a few moments, then bent over her and 
said anxiously: 

“] didn't mean to offend you. You must be tired? 
Are you? Your school examinations are going on just 
now, aren't they?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you many left?” 

“Three.” 

“And then that will be the end?” 

“Yes, that will be the end.” 

“The very end?” 

“The very end!” she answered with a faint sigh. 

“And then liberty, eh? What are you thinking of 
doing? Going to college? Or perhaps you're thinking of 
the stage? Is that it?” 

She shook her head. 

“It frightens you?” he asked curiously and, without 
waiting for her answer, bent the sword in a bow, let 
it go with a swish and walked over to.the window. “Yes, 
of course, it does,” he answered in the affirmative, “I 
understand you perfectly. Beware of the theatre, beware 
of-art. It is a beast that knows no mercy, It either de- 
vours a man, or rejects him. [t demands everything and 
yet stands in need of none but itself. If it swallows you 
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whole, you may be thankful. But woe betide you if it 
casts you oul!” 

This was not the Tsvetukhin who had smiled at Lisa 
only a brief moment ago. The sun blazing through the 
window outlined with its radiance the motionless black 
silhouette, with the outflung hand leaning on the sword, 
its point resting on the floor. 

“Keep away, keep as far away as you can from 
that beast,” he said, admiring the insinuating shades of 
meaning in his voice. “Better to live the simple life of 
unobtrusive labour than stand here in front of this mir- 
ror, with all this colour and these cloaks. A woman, par- 
ticularly a woman, needs ordinary, unembellished hap- 
piness. And if you were to ask me what I would wish 
you, a young girl, on the threshold of freedom, | 
would say—love, the most ordinary love a woman feels.” 

He went up to Lisa and said, in a very low voice: 

“But perhaps you possess this already—this that 'm 
wishing you? Perhaps you love someone?” 

“What kind of a sword is that?” Lisa asked loudly. 
in an effort, apparently, to throw off the spell of his 
voice by the force of sound. 

“You haven't seen me in Hamlet, have you? No? 
I'd like you to see me in that.” 

He stood en garde, made a lunge with the sword and 
declaimed in a somewhat disillusioned and derisive tone: 

“This sword pierces the triviality and insignificance 
that hide under the cloak of nobility.” 

“Aren't you afraid it might pierce you?” Lisa 
asked, glancing at him from under her brows. 

“OQ-oh, I see you’re going to be a dangerous woman!” 
Tsvetukhin said with a laugh. 

‘He bent towards Lisa, but at that moment there was 
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a knock at the door, it opened and a man ina waistcoat 
sidled into the room. 

“Egor Pavl'’ch, will you come for a trying-on?” 

“What is it now?” 

“Clothes for the Baron—it would turn you dizzy to 
see the rags they've brought! Just the kind you were 
wanting.” 

“I'll have to be going,” said Lisa, rising. 

“Oh, don’t be in such a hurry, please,’ Tsvetukhin 
said to her, waving away the man in the waistcoat and 
shutting the door in his face. “I want you to come and 
see me.... You're fond of the country, aren’t you? Come 
out and see me—I'm staying at a cottage in Koumiss 
Field with a man you know, Pastukhov. Will you 
come?” 

“How could T possibly do that?” 

“Oh, but why not? You could perhaps drop in... by 
accident? By a lucky coincidence, let’s say,” he smiled 
without a trace of slyness, almost apologetically. 

“Oh no, it’s quite out of the question, Goodbye!” 

“Wait, you'll lose your way here, I'll see you out.” 

“No, please don’t trouble, I’m not alone.” 

“So you'll come, won’t you,” he called after her, and, 
pausing in the dvorway, listened to the tap of her heels 
hastening along the asphalted corridor and then ringing 
on the iron stairway. 

Around one of the corners she suddenly came upon 
Annochka, who darted up to her with: 

“What happened? Did the black man scold you?” 
and she dropped her voice to a hasty choking whisper. 

“Oh, no, the black man didn't scold me,” Lisa’ as- 
sured her without slackening her pace, as she pressed 
‘“Annochka’s untidy head to her side. “But. now . you 
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go back to your mamma and I'll go on alone. No, don't 
come with me. I’m going out by myself.” 

And now she was in the street again, in the singing 
sunlight of the day. And what a day! She was going 
straight across the square with its uneven clumsy 
cobbles, but the bumpy bluish stones slid as easily from 
under her feet as the stained asphalt of the theatre corri- 
dors had done, and the sun shone solely, it seemed, to 
keep before her mind’s eye the black silhouette of the 
man against the shining window, and she could still see the 
contour of the outstretched hand resting so musically on 
the bronze sword hilt. The third world, the world of won- 
ders, was suddenly filled with flesh and blood, and Lisa 
felt and bore it within her to those other two worlds into 
which she was returning with a heart that was tranquil 
and, strangely, grownup. 

As she stumbled over a crooked cobblestone, she 
laughed: three more examinations—-what a trifle! One 
step, only one gaily-taken step, and then—a life as free 
and transparent as air, infinite vistas would open before 
her! And Kirill, dear Kirill, he did not even suspect how 
right he had been when he said that great people were 
perhaps more accessible than ordinary mortals! 


* 14 * 


WHITSUNDAY was spent at the Meshkovs’ according to 
the custom of their forefathers. A cartload of young 
birches and herbs of various kinds was brought from 
the market. The birches were placed in the corners 
of the rooms, and over: the doorways; all the floors 
in. the house were spread with the grasses and herbs. 
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On the window sills wild thyme was strewn and 
potted plants and flowers in glasses were set. The fresh 
earthy breath of the woods and meadows filled the house 
from the day before and by morning it had the lan- 
guorously-sweet and appetizing smell of spiced honey 
biscuits. 

But more than on any other holiday one wanted to 
escape from these indoor groves and meadows to the 
growing trees and flowers. Lisa felt the call of the out-of- 
doors still more strongly now. She had passed her exam- 
inations and all that remained was the graduation day 
ceremony. So Whitsunday was the first day that she 
awoke no longer a schoolgirl. Kirill presented her with 
a notebook bound in red silk, with a gilt monogram 
in the corner, “E” and “K” interlaced, which, of course, 
meant [Elisaveta and Kirill. On the first page he had 
written with India ink in script such as he used on his 
plans, two words “Liberty, Independence.” 

They had agreed to go out to the country. Lisa sug- 
gested the Koumiss Field. She said at home that she 
was going out with her school friends—but the pretext 
was obvious even to her father. 

They took a tram as far as the last suburban stop 
and then climbed the hill through the thick coppice of 
young oak trees, Tartar maple and hawthorn. They did 
not talk. The moment was not to be compared with pre- 
vious emotional experiences; now one could speak only 
of significant things, of summaries or plans, or even of 
unalterable feeling, and only in very special words. The 
wild rut-less woodland path, its sides overgrown with 
fresh turf, and the foliage that like a grotto shut out the 
sky, held. such suggestion of suspense that one was re- 
huctant to disturb it with talking. Another vast, unbound- 
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ed grotto of warm rain clouds was descending lower 
and lower over the woods, and al) living things seemed 
to wait, scarcely breathing, anticipating the coming change. 
Ii grew very dark and when they emerged into the 
sparser birch grove, the tree trunks slood out as white 
as strips of paper moulded on the purple dusk, and the 
first early dog daisies shone with the same papery white: 
ness in the grass. 

Kirill plucked a flower, moved a few paces aside to 
pluck another, then another, and this gathering of the 
flowers became the trivial occupation that relieved the 
mind of all thoughts. Kirill went further and further 
into the grove and when he returned he had a rather 
clumsy-looking bunch of dog daisies in his hand, and 
he himself looked to Lisa so clumsy with his nosegay. 
so much more boyish than ever, that he reminded her 
of a sturdy, pleasant young oak tree. She was waiting for 
him where he had left her when he went to gather the 
dog daisies, and, for some reason, while waiting for him 
she saw herself as a grownup and Kirill as a little boy 
and this made him all the dearer. He gave her the flow- 
ers, She pressed them with his fingers to her breast 
and asked: 

“Do you remember?” 

“Yes, I remember,” he said. “Only that time it was 
lilac.” 

“Yes,” she said, “and the dress was my brown school 
uniform, And now I shall never put it on again.” 

“Not even for graduation day?” 

“No, I’m going to wear this blue one.” 

She was still holding his fingers in hers. At that mo- 
ment they realized that they were both expecting some- 
thing inevitable from this day. 
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“It’s going to rain,” Kirill said presently. “Don’t you 
find it awfully close?” 

“! don’t care,” she replied in a hardly audible tone so 
that he did not so much hear but could only guess at 
the word and the meaning behind it—the readiness not 
merely for the absurd inconvenience caused by the rain, 
but for anything that might happen. 

The woods were now at the tensest pitch of expect- 
ancy, all movement was stilled, every leaf seemed to 
have found its place in the universe forever. Then, from 
afar, a shudder of alarm ran through the tops of the 
birches, a masterful gust burst between the tree trunks, 
and everything was driven into movement, tossed into 
confusion. “We were watchful, watchful,” moaned the 
boughs, swaying their quivering leaves, “we waited and 
waited and now it has come, it has come, the storm is 
upon us.” The purple dusk was suddenly swallowed 
up in a seeming collapse of the sun, the birch trunks 
went black for an instant, then all was plunged in dark- 
ness, the woods trembled and a series of gay and reck- 
less thunderclaps like a succession of salvoes came 
hurrying after one another. 

“That sounded very near,” Kirill said. “We'll be. 
drenched in a minute—let’s run for it.” " 

He seized Lisa’s hand that held the nosegay and they 
ran to the gully overgrown with stunted oaks. Stooping, 
they crept under the thick foliage and, settling in the 
close and warm leafy cave, listened to the drumming 
of the first heavy drops overhead. 

They sat close together and Kirill embraced her. 

_ “This is our first home,” he said. “Rather an unex- 
pected one, isn't it?” 
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“Will there ever be a second?” she asked, “every- 
thing happens so unexpectedly in this world.” 

“Will your father let you go to Moscow?” 

“TI fancy he will. He always minds what people think. 
You know he wouldn't even jet me go to high school. 
And then, after a while he began to feel awkward about 
it—and think, well, are the Meshkovs any worse than 
other folks? Still, he’s so inflexible.” 

“If he doesn’t let you go,” Kirill continued with con- 
centration, “wait a year, and I'll have finished the 
Technical School by then. I'l] have a trade and I'll be 
able to start work. And then you'll leave home and come 
to me. Will you?” 

Lisa was thinking. The downpour was crushiug and 
threshing the wood; soaked through, the trees hung heav- 
ily under the downpour in the swishing and splashing 
of the torrent. To make themselves heard above the 
storm, the two had to talk very loudly in their cocoon 
of leaves with the water running over it, and s0, instead 
of answering, Lisa lowered her head. Kirill repeated his 
question, his lips just touching her ear, covered by a 
strand of soft fine hair. 

“Will you leave home?” 

“Yes,” she replied. 

He kissed her on the cheek, very lightly, then after 
a minute, he kissed her again, a stronger and more 
lingering kiss this time. Neither noticed that the earth 
was picked out of the darkness by flashed of white flame 
and then slid back into darkness, only to reappear in 
the flame; nor did they hear the joyous peals that rev- 
elled in this rocking: back and forth from light to dark- 
ness—they were motionless. 

They returned to the realization of their surround- 
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ings only when silence fell and sunshine dappled every- 
thing with gleaming spots, and slow, fragrant drops 
plopped heavily from the trees. 

“Is it all over?” Lisa asked in wonder. She was the 
first to creep out from under the shelter, shivering a little 
as the drops trickled down her collar. 

“Everything looks quite different now,” she said, 
glancing about for the best spot to jump across the 
stream racing towards the gully. 

The grass laid low by the rain was straightening slow- 
ly and vapour rose from it, drawing a milky film over 
the pools. The silver birches looked spotless and new- 
born. 

The path soon led out from the wood to a clearing, 
where they could hear the hoofs and neighing of horses. 
A drove of mares with their foals was galloping across 
the ground towards the path, buf the sudden appear- 
ance of strangers startled the leading mares. They. stood 
still an instant, then turned and dashed across the 
clearing ‘at an uneven, random gallop. The: others tore 
after them, and as they turned their well-fed, agile bodies, 
their sides and haunches caught the sunlight and 
reflected it in their wet sleek hides. 

“You'd think they'd won a victory,” Kirill said. 

Then out of the wood a Tatar with a cataract over 
his eye appeared on a nag, rose in his stirrups, rode 
othwart the drove, cut it off and turned it towards the 
road. Kiril] inquired of him where koumiss was sold. 
The Tatar pointed with his knout at the birch grove, 
gave a wild, piercing, ruthless whistle and galloped away. 

Outside a cabin, blue from the rain, close by the pad- 
deck where the mares were milked, a table and a bench 
had been fixed into the ground. A Tatar boy in a loose 
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coat nodded his freshly-shaven bluish-pink head, crowned 
with a raspberry-red skullcap, swished the water 
off the table with the tail of his coat, and ran down to 
the cellar.: The glasses. dimmed at once with the cold 
koumiss, its sourness had a heady flavour and tingled in 
the throat. As though by silent agreement, Kirill and Lisa 
paused at the half-glass, clinked glasscs and drank. 

“Some day,” said Lisa, “some day you and 1 will 
be drinking real wine together.” 

“Soon,” he replied, “very soon, | believe.” 


AS THEY were finishing their second bottle of koumiss, 
the Tatar boy counted out the change and _ jingled his 
purse delightedly: 

“The players are coming here for koumiss,” he said 
and showed his small teeth in a grin of satisfaction. | 

“That must be Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov,”’ Kirill 
said. Lisa was finishing the last of her koumiss, tilting her 
glass awkwardly, as though she were trying to shield 
her face with her elbow. 

As Tsvetukhin drew nearer and saw her, he beamed 
and was about to take off his hat when Pastukhov 
stopped him and, standing stock-still, intoned: 

“Look there, Egor, at that charming couple—the 
youth and the girl! How pathetic to think of their mourn- 
fu] fate! That sweet creature, the girl, still hopes she 
will live to come here and drink koumiss, but already 
the sinister, unsparing blight of sickness is upon her, 
dragging her down irresistibly into the yawning chasm 
of oblivion. Nature sparkles with all the colours of the 
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rainbow, but her face is pale, her fingers tremble, she 
is doomed. Poor girl! Poor youth! Ah, this poor pair! 
And poor you and me!” 

Tsvetukhin waved him away, and they both came 
up laughing, holding out their hands across the table, 
and Lisa and Kirill laughed in response, and the Tatar 
boy again displayed all his teeth, and was evidently un- 
der the impression that merriment accompanied these 
amazing people wherever they went. 

“And what if I really were ill?” Lisa asked with a 
playfulness unexpected in her. 

“Good heavens, do I look such a fool?’’ Pastukhov 
exclaimed scriously. ‘“You are the flat denial of illness. 
I was merely chanting a dirge over nature, which pales 
before your vivid colour. Now, do stop blushing, don’t 
do it any more—really, it’s becoming positively unnatural! 
Ahmet, why do you stand there staring?—bring us three 
bottles of champagne, and the older the better!” 

“There you are, then, the lucky coincidence again,” 
Tsvetukhin was saying. “Where did you shelter until the 
rain was over? Why didn’t you come to our cottage?” 

“You seem to think everyone knows you have a cot 
tage here,” Kirill said. 

‘“t told Lisa about it.” 

“Did you?” she said in surprise. “Yes, you did men- 
tion it in passing, but it slipped my memory, some- 
how.... We were sheltering under the trees....” She 
paused a second and added: 

“It was a good place to shelter. We came out quite 
dry. go 

“Dry out of the water, as the saying goes,” Pastukhov 
remarked. His curiously clinging scrutiny was turned 
languidly on each in turn. He gave the impression of be- 
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ing perfectly sure that nothing was concealed from him, 
and that if he were asked, he could tell the future as 
a fortune-teller does by the cards. He saw that this nice 
young fellow was about to suffer the first hurt to his 
feelings. Oh, of ceurse the blow would not be dealt 
in il} will: how could there be 11! will in this gentle and 
rather ardent girl? But the pen in the hands of fate is 
capricious. What will it draw? Its favourite sport is mak- 
ing fools of people. Tsvetukhin—this was the man 
destined to try the still diffident attachment of the young 
people. And would it stand the test of his experi- 
enced trifling? He had already entered into his part and 
he would act it even if only out of sheer boredom, 
and were he to drop it when he got halfway, Lisa 
would still prefer unhappiness with him to any other 
state of bliss. Anyhow, what kind of bliss awaited her witl: 
this youth who would get a post as a draughtsman on 
the railway and demand his fish cakes on Sundays? 
True, he was evidently a strong-willed young fellow. 
But Lisa would hardly be likely to find amusement in 
the obstinacy with which he would insist on his hot 
Sunday cakes. Her dreamy disposition required larger 
Joys, sweeter torments; she sensed them in Tsvetukhin, 
she could no longer look calmly at him. Fate was se- 
ducing her and mocking her young friend. It was all 
perfectly plain to Pastukhov in the cards of the future, 
relentless and sorrowful in their penetrating combina- 
tion. 

“Why do you look like that?” Kirill asked. 

“I was thinking what a serious person you were.” 

“You find me serious—in what way?” 

“Well, by your curt manner of speaking—if by noth- 
ing else” 
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“No, no,” Lisa broke in, “he's shy, that’s all... and 
so am I. And it seems to me that you and not Kirill are 
speaking very harshly.” | 

“Oh, but vou don't know Alexander!” Tsvetukhin 
chimed in, “Ife is an exceptionally. gentle character.” 

“It wouldn't say gentle, but certainly a man of good- 
will,’ Pastukhov corrected him. “I. feel the greatest 
goodwill towards you,” he said pointedly to Kirill, with 
a slight inclination of the head. 

“Thank you.” 

“Not at all.” 

There was a silence. Pastukhov drank his glass of 
koumiss and wiped his lips with a dissatisfied air. 

“T think,” he began in a tone that called for undivid- 
ed attention,” I think that... .” 

He stopped short and filled his glass, again. 

“Let us speak plainly,” he began again, seeing that 
they were all waiting to hear what he had to say. “I like 
vou all very much. 1 am about ten years older thai: you. 
That is so, isn't it? But [am young, and the spirityal 
life of young pcople is still very dear to me. You are at 
the stage nuw when you are mistrustful of everything. 
Particularly everything that comes from your seniors. 
Every word uttered by your seniors sounds to you like 
sermonizing and is offensive.” 

“No, | wouldn't say every word,” Kirill said cooliy, 
“nor every senior. If that was so, we could never nave 
learned anything.” 

Pastukhov made a pause that might have been taken 
fo suggest that he ought not to be - interrupted. 

“You’re at the age when every attempt by outsiders 
at frank conversation is taken as an encroachment: on 
your inner liberty. Shyness becomes secretiveness. ‘I. re- 
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member that at your age I was rather surly, aloof and 
unsociable. I could not carry on a conversation, I imag- 
ined nobody would understand me, that everyone was 
inimical to my tastes and hated my convictions.” 

“But Kirill isn’t in the least like that!’ Lisa protested, 
offended. 

“And the chief thing is,” Kirill said, “you cannot say 
who of us is frank and who is not, because we hardly 
know each other.” 

“I’m speaking of myself.” 

“Yes, you're speaking of yourself, but what you want 
fo say is that I am just like you were. But I am not 
like you: I do not consider that everyone must necessar- 
ily hate my convictions for some reason or other.” 

*““And what are your convictions?” Pastukhov asked, 
quickly settling himself with his elbows on the table as 
though he was prepared to listen for a long time. 

Even in the bright sunlight it was plain to see the 
colour flooding Kirill’s cheeks, and he went hard all at 
once. 

“There you are—lost the power of speech straight 
away,’ Pastukhov said smiling. 

“Not a bit of it. But I don't understand... what 
exactly are you interested in?” Kirill retorted in an unex- 
pectedly challenging tone. 

“Tm interested in youth,” Pastukhov replied quietly. 
“T would like to know whether it hopes for anything 
big, or is it just doing the usual things, exercising with 
dumbbells, reading “Training the Will” by Jules Peillot 
and roaming through the Limes with young ladies. At 
least, that’s what I did in my time. And when 1905 came 
reund, I positively didn’t know what to do with myself 
~—whether to go out with girls or punch heads with a 
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dumbhell. That is to say—what I wanted was to be on 
the barricades. But I didn’t know the way there. Is it 
possible that the same thing will happen to you?” 

“You mean, to me personally?” 

“Yes, my friend, to you personally.” 

“No. It will be different with me.” 

“That is to say you will know the way to the barri- 
cades?” Pastukhov asked, making each word distinct by 
significant pauses. 

Kirill glanced at Lisa—she had half risen, astonished, 
as though scarcely able to believe that this was the Kirill 
with whom she had sheltered in the gully from the rain. 
Very distinctly he answered: 

“I know it.” 

“Well, congratulations,’ Pastukhov said without any 
affectation. 

“Enviable assurance,” Tsvetukhin observed. ‘Sounds 
well, too. The road to the barricades. The road to the 
scaffold. It might be staged quite nicely.” 

“I'm not an actor,” Kirill retorted, flaring up. “I’m 
not attracted by effects. And as for the scaffold—a good 
soldier doesn’t think of death when he goes out against 
the enemy. That’s one thing. For another, I know you 
want to quote the hackneyed truth about history repeat- 
ing itself. I don’t know that. And nobody can say yet 
who is going to the scaffold.” 

“Good heavens!” Pastukhov gasped. 

Kirill gulped down the last of his koumiss as though 
to cool his ardour. 

Tsvetukhin never took his eyes off Lisa. Her face 
reflected not only the phases in the conversation but 
the fullness of her feelings—something resembling fear 
for Kirill, and pride, and happy - perplexity, almost be- 
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wilderment, at his boldness. Her glowing face and the 
pose of her slim figure expressed the pleasure of excite- 
ment, even bliss. Tsvetukhin might of course have altri- 
buted this excitement to his own account for the simple 
reason that Lisa was trying not to look in his direction. 
But it was unlikely that either he or Pastukhoy could have 
guessed that she was enjoying her part in something 
bookishly highbrow, this meeting in the glade, the un- 
usua] conversalion which disclosed the divergence in 
views and might lead to a quarrel. Not a vulyar squab- 
ble, not a row, but a bookish difference, such as Turgenev 
might have described, when disputatious people argued 
with each other about something unsubstantial but very 
essential, and left each other with increased respect for 
themselves, It turned out that such people were possible 
not only in books, and Lisa was here among them. 
Tsvetukhin could account for her state of mind by his 
presence if he so wished. He purposely avoided reacting 
to Kirill’s audacity: Pastukhov had started the argument 
—let him carry on with it, but he, Tsvetukhin, found 
Lisa’s naive emotions far more engaging. Of course, he 
was interested in the argument, too, and was following 
it, particularly as the talk had turned on his favourite 
subjects, but he had been nettled by the disrespectful 
reference to actors who were alleged to be forever striv- 
ing after effect, And how had this reference been made? 
With truly boyish harshness, just as one might read 
in Turgenev. From the lips of a boy like Kirill it would 
have been strange to look for profound thoughts. 
He did not even suspect that Pastukhov was toying 
with him—a cat-and-mouse game. Still, Tsvetukhin and 
Lisa did not miss a word of the conversation tnat was 
going on. 
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Musing awhile, Pastukhov came to the conclusion 
that Kirill was even more serious than he had supposed. 
The recognition of this aroused Kirill’s youthful curios- 
itv and he wanted to know why exactly Pastukhov was 
making fun all the time—no, no, not of his vis-a-vis 
(Kirill didn’t suffer from hypertrophy of his self-love: 
he actually used the word hypertrophy) not of his vis- 
a-vis, but of the very subject of the conversation, as 
though he was far above all this sort of thing. Then 
Pastukhov asked if Kiril] had taken offence, perhaps, 
at his mention of the dumbbells, or had he wanted to 
take up the cudgels in defence of will training? It then 
appeared that Kirill went in very seriously for dumbbells 
and saw nothing funny in this, particularly since Egor 
Pavlovich Tsvetukhin himself went in for morning 
exercises on the Muller system. And as to will training, 
that might be funny only in a case where the purpose 
of training the will was unknown. At this point the temp- 
lation was too great for Pastukhov and with a quizzical 
glance through his narrowed eyes at Lisa, he said: 

“So you do exercises with dumbbells and read about 
will training. But you don’t go to the Limes with young 
ladies, do you?” 

Kirill threw his leg over the bench, sprang to his 
fect and took the threatening pose that best of all, very 
likely, defends the right to personal life, but getting 
himself in hand, he said, even managing a laugh: 

“If it comes to that, the pleasantest of all these 
occupations is just the Limes.” 

They all laughed, but Kirill was not comforted by 
the cold shower he had given himself, and added, 
scowling like a neglected husband: 

“It’s time for us to be going, Lisa.” 
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He would not hear of the invitations to Tsvetu- 
khin’s cottage; the more Lisa hesitated, the more obsti- 
nate he became in his assertions that it was time for 
them to go. The koumiss had been drunk long ago, 
the Tatar boy had been paid, and they set out across 
the glade, Tsvetukhin and Lisa leading the way. 

Pastukhov, as he walked along, plucking and rub- 
bing between his fingers the plumes of last year’s sorrel, 
tulked, more for himself than to them: 

“The thing I used to call will power now seems 
to me only the despair of youth. It is courage born of 
vearning for the inaccessible, the better part, when 
everything around repels you with its falseness, and 
you want either to throw up the whole business and run 
away without a single backward look, or to smash it 
all. The actions performed at such moments, have the 
appearance of being strong-willed. But actually they are 
prompted by despair. They are irresponsible as regards 
yourself and other people as well. And in our young 
days it is this irresponsibility that makes them so good. 
It is remembered with wistful regret by the grown man 
overburdened by responsibility and enslaved by duty.” 

“T disagree, J think that youth has its responsibility, 
too,” Kirill said. ‘““When all is said and done, the origin 
of will power—whether it’s despair or daring—is not of 
such great importance, The important thing is the ap- 
plication of the will. The important thing is the result 
of the effort. Excuse me, but didn’t you say you were 
only ten years older than me. Yet you are somehow 
far....” 

“Older?” Pastukhov took him up, seemingly pleased. 
“That’s because I try to understand youth. It ages one.” 

He plucked a dog daisy, and put it in the button- 
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hole of his light blue jacket that. hung on him as loose- 
ly as a blouse. | 

“T like the way you talk. You're all bristles and 
thorns.” 

He was about to take Kirill’s arm, but the boy ab- 
ruptly quickened his pace. They overtook. the others, 
and as they walked four abreast, Pastukhov complained 
with a rueful smile: 

“Can you imagine, Egor, we argued to the point of 
my being called an old man, And you know, it doesn’t 
seem so far from the truth? There are times when I 
find myself full of veneration for traditions. The last 
time I went to see my father’s country home, it had 
already been auctioned off. I strolled through strange, 
unattractive avenues, glanced into the old hollows of 
the trunks familiar to me from childhood and thought: 
the lime tree planted by Grandfather Pastukhov is not 
simply a lime, but Madame Lime. And | daresay I was 
too careful as regards the springs which with us are 
liable to be filled up with rubbish and treated without 
the slightest care....” 

“You're from the Atkarsk district, aren't you?” Tsve- 
tukhin asked. 

“No, we are not connected with those Pastukhoys,” 
Alexander Vladimirovich said with a fleeting touch of 
hauteur, “We're the Khvalynsk Pastukhovs. We come 
from the same neighbourhood as the Radishchevs.” 

He looked superciliously at Kirill and Lisa and sud- 
denly became aware that they had heard nothing of 
- what he was saying about either limes or springs.. Lisa’s 
eyes were filmed with sudden alarm as though the clear 
childish tears were about to gather in them, the sense 
of alarm seemed to have communicated itself to Kirill, 
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and a disapproving look, such as one might see on the 
face of a judge, clouded his brow, harshly outlined by 
the dark hair. At that moment they were absorbed in 
each other, so Pastukhov, altering his tone with his 
usual facility, remarked to Tsvetukhin: 

“Come along, old chap, let’s go back to our cottage; 
our friends (throwing his arm around Kirill's shoulders 
for a moment) have come here because they want to 
be alone. They are bored with our melancholy and ali 
that sort of nonsense.” 

“I thought they liked being with us,” Tsvetukhin 
protested, appealing to Lisa with an apparently naive 
lcok. 

But she did not heed him because she still could 
not take her eyes from Kirill. 

When at last they had said goodbye to the two men 
and were alone, she said hurriedly: 

“I'm going back.” 

“Why?” Kirill asked in a low voice. 

“I won’t be a minute, I left my bunch of dog dai- 
sies there on the table.” 

“Y can see that. But why go back for them?” 

They walked on a few paces, slowly and tensely, 
holding themselves very straight, as though afraid of 
touching each other. 

“It was so unexpected—the way you spoke today.... 
And I’ve become rather absent-minded, you know? Well, 
and how am I to blame, if you are quite different?” 

“Yes, but you are different, too, Lisa!” 

Then they fell silent and walked on at a quicker 
pace. The clearing was hidden from them by the slen- 
der columns of the birches which seemed to circle—the 
hear ones lagging behind, the distant—running far 
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ahead. In the depths of the grove horses were roaming, 
er standing almost motionless with heads bent to the 
ground. The vapour left by the rain had vanished, only 
here and there among the taller broad-fronded ferns 
and grasses the great drops sparkled an instant like 
gems and went out. In the gully, where Kirill and Lisa 
had sheltered from the rain, long peaceful shadows 
were spreading, and the treetops, rinsed clean by the 
downpour, brimmed over with shining green foliage. 

Only a short while ago, when Kirill had been gath- 
ering the dog daisies between the trees, he had seemed 
a boy to Lisa, and now when she looked sideways at 
him, she felt his incredible superiority: he was grownup, 
while she was still a little girl. He could ask her ques- 
tions like a father, but she could not answer them. 
Wordlessly, they walked amid the stupefying radiance 
of the well-watered, well-nourished satiated foliage, re- 
membering how perfectly at their ease they had felt 
in their silence an hour ago, on this same neglected, 
grass-grown path, under the canopy of this same grotto 
of maple, hawthorn and oak. 

When at last they were in sight of the tram termi- 
nus, Kirill broke the unbearable silence: 

“Have you been seeing Tsvctukhin?” 

And Lisa said hurriedly again: 

“Quite by accident, you know. It was a rather funny 
coincidence, too. Only once. We haven’t seen each other 
since then and I was going to tell you. But it was so 
nice with you today, Kirill... I forgot everything, every- 
thing. You understand? You were somehow altogether 
new today!” 

He did not reply. They got on the tram, a light- 
green car, clean-washed like the leaves, with a Whitsun- 
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tide birch bough on the roof and Lisa suggested going 
inside and sitting down. But at this the young bull-spouse 
butted her away: 

“Sit down by all means,” he said, “I'll stand out 
here.” 


MEFODY, dressed as a Tatar,* was seated by Tsvetukhin, 
watching him making up, and as he talked his protrud- 
ing lips made an aggrieved, smacking sound. 

“In dry summers a ftiny little maggot settles on cur- 
rant bushes and weaves a sticky kind of web all over 
the bushes—you can’t touch them. And nothing remains 
of the berries but dry rot and still the maggot goes on 
weaving and weaving. That is the way we are in our 
greenrooms—were all messed up with this sticky cob- 
webby stuff and can’t free ourselves of it.” 

“You want me to come a cropper this. evening?” 
Tsvetukhin demanded, never taking his eyes from the 
mirror. 

“You're quite another story. The web won’t cling to 
you. You, as you pass through our backyards, look 
around at once to see if any burrs have stuck to you, and 
then back you go into your palace chamber, You're 
sheer talent, Egor!” 

“That’s right. Keep it up, old man, another rub with 
the resin and the violin will sing out.” 

“But what am I?” Mefody went on. “I’ve been given 
the role of the Tatar: all I have to do is go out on the 


* The Tatar—a character in Maxim Gorky's play The Lower 
Depths. 
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stage with my hand bound, pray and moo like a cow— 
and that’s the lot. You can’t imagine what I’ve had to 
stand all because of this very mooing, from my friends 
here: what better am I than they are, they'd like to 
know, that I should be on the program? The role of 
the Tatar is a very big one, you see—some big pot plays 
it at the Moscow Art Theatre, and when he mumbles 
the whole audience bursts into sobs. You have to know 
how to moo, see? I'd never have got anywhere near 
such a part if | hadn't hung on to Tsvetukhin’s coattails. 
‘You're q flatterer, a slave,’ they tell me. The fools! Tsve- 
tukhin and I sat on the same school bench until our 
pants shone, the salt we’ve eaten together would run 
into—heaven knows how much! He’s a friend of mine 
and he doesn’t give a hang for the lot of you, I tell 
them.” 

“You haven’t had a drop too much, by any chance, 
have you?” Tsvetukhin inquired. 

‘I’m not drinking, I’m reading nowadays. Since the 
time Pastukhov spoke to us of Leo Tolstoy, I can’t get 
Talstoy out of my head. I’ve got hold of some books and 
it seems as though my eyes were opened. It makes me 
feel still sorrier for myself: the currant maggot, the sticky 
web that I am! He scrapes the bark off me with 
his life-giving finger, so as to get at such nobility as I 
may have in me and raise me, But, shivering with fear, 
I see myself at the bottom of the gully so deep, so very 
deep, and despondency comes down over me, and I’m 
powerless to climb out of it. And then again I’m con- 
écience-stricken to the point of tears, and I can feel my 
legs twitch of themselves, wanting to be off somewhere, 
and the path winds upward out of the gully, far above 
me, I fancy, beckoning me on—to be bold and take it, 
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Mefody, I think, you’re going to rebel, watch out now, 
that’s what you're going to do. And it frightens me, you 
know, it gives me the creeps.” 

“Read ‘drinking’ for rebelling, and I should think 
you'll just about hit the nail on the head,” Tsvetukhin 
remarked, powdering his moustache. Then, turning ab- 
ruptly to face his friend, he demanded in a mock drunk- 
en voice: “Dear tippler, do 1 resemble you at all?” 

His bleary dim eyes stared straight before him. His 
jowls had sunk, the mouth hung loose, the head trem- 
bled, but the sparse grizzled hair which quivered on it had 
a quirk about it, something that suggested scorn of the 
squalid countenance that it adorned and the wounded 
pride of the unfortunate. 

“They may say I’m a fawning slave, if they want 
to,” Mefody declared piously, “but you, Egor, you are 
perhaps a genius.” 

Tsvetukhin drew himself up before the mirror with 
an air of haughty elegance and said in a low tone: 

“Sh-sh, Lady!’’* 

“Genius!” Mefody breathed softly and left the dress- 
ing-room, pulling his long Tatar tunic close about him 
and bowing his head meekly. 

Tsvetukhin did not even notice that he had gone. 
While he was altering his looks his talk with Mefody 
had amused him, but afterwards it only bothered him: 
he finished the work of transformation before the glass, 
and the glass started work on him. His altered counte- 
nance convinced him that he no longer existed, and he 
gradually began to lose his distinguishing characteristics, 
one after the other—gait, build, height—until the man 


* “Sh-sh, Lady”—says the Baron, a character in Gorky’s play 
The Lower Depths. 
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who rose before the glass was the enfeebled Baron, the 
conceited habitué of the doss house and—who knew?— 
perhaps the onetime owner of a gilded coach with foot- 
men. 

“Sh-sh, Lady,” the Baron said again, and laughed, 
a thin, crumbly sort of snigger. 

Each time he walked onto the stage he was haunted 
by an awareness of the audience, like the awareness of an 
imminent change in nature—the diffident rise of a 
planet, a relentless storm, or the first light flurry of 
snow. Curiosity, sweetness, dread of the unknown 
--none of these was adequate to express that fore- 
knowledge of the public, that wistful tension, with 
which he awaited his cue, his emergence before the 
public. As a matter of fact, he did not even see the 
public, but perhaps, in the black chasm, eyes, some- 
one’s eyes, would be devouring him steadily, and 
he would act for them alone, act to the utmost, to sheer 
re-Incarnation and the eyes would justify and release his 
awareness of the change. He fancied that the eyes in 
the crowd this time werc, unexpectedly enough, those 
of the little girl who had run errands for the actors, be- 
hind the scenes—for cigarettes, or to the bar, or the 
post office for a stamp—the lingering blue glance, un- 
commonly thoughtful for her years—Annochka’s glance. 
True, her eyes were only glimpsed for an instant and 
then gave place to others—the soft, rather frightened, 
greenish-blue eyes of Lisa Meshkova, and, with this mo- 
mentary awareness of the audience as the eyes of Lisa, 
Tsvetukhin came out on the stage. 

Lisa was in the crowd, somewhere up in the circle, 
but she felt singled out from the crowd because she was 
sure that she was waiting for Tsvetukhin'’s appearance 
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more tensely than anyone else. The festive air of 
the audience at this first night of the play did not 
satisfy her, and she explained this by the fact that the 
members of the audience did not know Tsvetukhin as 
well as she did. Kirill was sitting beside her. This was 
the first time they had been to the theatre together and 
her parents knew of it. Merkuri Avdeyevich had worked 
for a long time on his beard with the palm of his 
hand before he had answered: 

“It’s more than I can understand why they show 
such things as The Lower Depths on the stage. I’ve been 
told that they had to go to St. Petersburg to get special 
permission to show it. It shouldn’t have been permitted.” 

“But you haven’t read the play, Papa, have you?” 

“Why should I read it? People try their hardest to 
keep their heads above water, and here’s the theatre 
dragging them down to the depths. They write about good- 
ness only knows what these days. All those Pastu- 
khovs and the like. They don’t know what life is.” 

Lisa knew that the best way to win her point was 
by silence; yielding to him disposed him favourably, ob- 
Stinacy drove him to frenzy. 

“You ought to be able to judge for yourself, of course, 
you're grownup now,” he began cautiously, as though 
half afraid that he was giving his daughter too much 
rope by admitting her to be grownup. Then he asked 
with a quizzical expression: “Are you thinking of going 
with...your young man?” 

Taking a deep breath, she replied: 

“Yes.” 

“So that’s it,” he remarked after a long pause. 

He was beginning to give way: today he had recon- 
ciled himself to Kirill, tomorrow he would reconcile him- 
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self to Moscow. This was a triumph: Lisa was sitting in 
the theatre, afraid of no one and nothing: she felt as 
fearless as an infant. From that hour she was free to 
enjoy herself as she wished, and she wondered at herself 
that she could sit through act after act, perfectly mo- 
tionless, while within her such a turmoil was going 
on, and her eyes smarted from the hot throbbing 
blood. 

When the play was over, and they were pushing near- 
er to the stage through the storm of applause and the 
crowd that was reluctant to disperse, Lisa said: 

“But. ’'ve seen the people from our doss house hun- 
dreds of times. Why did I never know that they were 
like these? I never felt the least bit sorry for them, they 
even repelled me. And here the very rags they’re wear- 
ing seem enviable, don’t they?” 

“So you liked Tsvetukhin?” Kirill said. 

“But you'll agree that his Baron is the most unfor- 
tunate of them all and that one pities him most. And 
the principal thing is that one feels sorry for all of 
them.” _ 

“No, the principal thing is that they arouse your in- 
dignation.” 

“Yes, they do arouse one’s indignation against... 
against everything. Just because one feels sorry for them. 
And for the Baron most of all. Listen, they’re calling 
for Tsvetukhin all the time.” 

“They’re calling for him because he’s the favourite. 
That’s always the case with the public. They may be ap- 
plauding him because they liked him last year.” 

“No, it’s because of his Baron.” 

“Or perhaps because he walks about in a cape.” 

“But you can hear them all calling—Baron! Every- 
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one was touched by him and everyone has seen that 
tramps are as unfortunate as the rest.” 

“I see all this quite differently,” Kirill said coldly. 

Then Lisa called. out with the rest in an_ insistent 
voice: ‘Tsvetu-ukhin!’ and clapped her hands, purposely 
holding them as close as she could to Kirill. At almost 
the same instant someone took Lisa by the elbow, a 
touch that controlled her ardour. She turned. Pastukhov 
was beaming at her good-naturedly. 

“That's right, that’s the way: Tsvetukhin was good!” 

Lisa, delighted to find this unexpected ally, blurted 
out: 

“But I can’t convince Kirill that Tsvetukhin as the 
Baron is.a revelation.” 

“It’s the author who made the revelation by looking 
beneath the surface of life,” Kiril] retorted in a senten- 
tious tone, so startlingly like Merkuri Avdeyevich’s that 
Lisa’s eyebrows went up: where did this come from? 

“It’s pleasant to hear such an opinion,” Pastukhov 
said, laughing, “after all, I'm a playwright, too. But a 
good. actor shares the credit with the dramatist.” 

“Not every dramatist sees what’s hidden beneath the 
surface,” Kirill persisted as sententiously and as angrily 
as before, addressing Pastukhov. “It’s not enough to be 
even a poet, for that you have to be... (he moved clos- 
er to Pastukhoy) a revolutionary!” 

“Still on the same tack!” Pastukhov said, laughing 
again. “Let's go and congratulate Egor Pavlovich Tsve- 
tukhin.” 

“Oh yes, let’s go and see him!” Lisa almost cried. 

‘“T- don’t want to,” Kirill said flatly. 

“Leave the profound thoughts for awhile, my friend,” ° 
Pastukhoy advised in a fatherly tone, taking an arm of 
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cach. “You enjoyed a good show and never mind the 
rest.” 

The curtain went up no more, Shouts were still hail- 
ing down with unabating energy from the audience in 
the gallery but the stalls were deserted, and the theatre 
scemed still more splendid; with the crushed red plush of 
the seats and tier upon tier of circles glowing like em- 
bers in the light of as yet unextinguished chandeliers. 
Then suddenly the lights dimmed, and it looked as 
though a crowded ball was just over, and only the smell 
of finest dust and perfumed dresses hung about the silent 
dusk. 

Carpenters ran about the stage, dodging under scenes 
thst slid upwards magically. Nails were pulled out of 
the floor with a swish. The firemen unbuckled their 
helts—their brass helmets were already hanging up on 
the wall. 

The tragedian who had played the Actor in the play 
was going down the corridor past the open doors of the 
dressing rooms, mopping his face with a napkin that 
looked marbled with streaks of make-up, and repeating 
the words of his part in stentorian tones. 

“The theatre creaked and shook with the enthusiasm 
of the public!” 

He dropped in at Tsvetukhin’s room, kissed him 
thrice on the cheeks, thrusting his fingers into his tou- 
sled hair. 

“That was acting, old man, that was acting! I con- 
gratulate you. But don’t imagine that your going to the 
doss house has done it. I acted well too and I have never 
, been inside a doss house. It was the divine spark that 

helped you—that was it, old man! Understand? And the 
same with me.” 
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Pastukhov embraced Tsvetukhin, too, and stood silent 
for a minute, gripping his hand. Then he moved aside 
and indicated Lisa and Kirill who had paused in the 
doorway. 

‘‘Here’s a delegation from the public.” 

Tsvetukhin opened his arms to them with an irresist- 
ible welcome that suggested he did not doubt that every- 
one was ready to fall into his embrace, And although 
Lisa recoiled, he clasped her to his breast, in the Baron's 
tatters, and seemed very touched and kept murmuring 
crandly: “Thank you! Thank you!” Then he opened his 
arms wide again to clasp Kirill in them but the boy 
stepped outside the door and held out his hand from the 
corridor. 

“It’s bad luck to shake hands across the threshold!” 
Tsvetukhin exclaimed, drawing him into the dressing 
room. “Well, what was it like?” 

“Amazing, simply amazing!’ Lisa replied, her eyes 
shining and moist.. 

“Was it really, though?” 

“Wonderful,” Lisa repeated. 

“Thank you very much indeed! And what about you? 
Did you like it?” he asked Kirill. 

“Yes, on the whole I did,” Kirill replied quictly, 
which made them all prick up their ears and look sharp- 
ly at the critic who struck a discordant note in the gen- 
eral laudatory tone. 

“What was it you didn’t care for, in particular?” 
Tsvetukhio asked curiously, rather in the encouraging 
tone one uses to children. 

“T didn't like you.” 

“There you are!l—how do vou like that from a del- 
egation!” the tragedian exclaimed in his deep bass. 
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“Me? But why?” Tsvetukhin wondered. 

“You acted the part much too sentimentally and 
aroused everyone’s pity. I happen to have read the play 
and | know it isn’t a bit like that.” 

“It would be interesting to know what you got 
aut of it?” Tsvetukhin remarked with a_ touch of 
mockery. 

“In the play all these tatterdemalions are defiant, they 
don’t give a hang for anyone. And you think they’re 
just poor wretched drunkards.” 

The tragedian shook his marble-streaked napkin as 
though flapping away flies. 

“An actor must stir the public. Didn’t you see the 
public weeping? You didn’t? Well, since we've managed 
that, weve won. Bravo, Egor, bravo! Why rationalize 
overmuch?”’ 

Suddenly a new voice chimed in—it was Mefody’s. 
Still dressed as the Tatar, he had been sitting quietly in 
the corner, Now, straightening himself and advancing 
slowly on Kiril] with the big drops of perspiration start- 
ing through his weird make-up, he said wrathfully: ° 

‘Aren't you taking a great deal upon yourself, young 
man? You've come to a great aclor at a moment of tri- 
umph when the public has just given him an ovation, 
and you dare to teach him! Don't you know that per- 
haps tomorrow it will be the talk of the town? And that 
the capital will hear of it? And that this is a social 
event? Do you know that the inspector came behind the 
scenes to us and forbade us to play the guard in police 
uniform: because it evoked ridicule of the police among 
the public?” 

Hereupon they all gasped, exchanged glances, and 
threw back their heads as though at a flash of light- 
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ning in a clear sky, and Mefody, rolling his eyes bellig- 
erently, whispered: 

“Why, after this there'll be prayers offered up for 
us. This production will go down to history—yes, his- 
tory, young man.” 

“I’m not saying anything about the production,” hi- 
rill said steadily, returning the Tatar’s formidable stare 
with quiet persistence. 

“But you take it upon yourself to teach actors?” 

Tsvetukhin strolled over to the looking glass and 
said with a shrug of his shoulders: 

“Drop it, Mefody. Everybody has the right to ex- 
press his own convictions.” 

The hurt in his voice roused Mefody still more; he 
moved forward, ready to vent his indignation on Kirill, 
but at this moment Pastukhov stepped between them. 

“I’m going to defend the public from the actors.” 

“TY can defend myself if I’m given a chance to speak,” 
Kirill declared, emerging from behind Pastukhov’s 
back, so that his eyes met his opponent’s again. 

“Oh-oh, unbending pride!’’ Pastukhov said, turning 
to him. 

“He simply loves to argue,” Lisa gabbled in fright. 
“Oh, ’'m so ashamed, I must ask you....” 

She turned swiftly towards Tsvetukhin. Pale, with 
one trembling hand outstretched, she stood stil! before 
him as though she had lost the power of speech for a 
moment. Her cheeks were smeared with tears like a 
child’s. She managed to stammer out the words: 

“Forgive me...forgive us both!” and then ran 
from the room. 

They called after her—Pastukhov, Tsvetukhin, and 
someone else, she heard footsteps overtaking her and 
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did not turn once, but hurried blindly through dim 
corridors and staircases, overtaking people, until she 
was out under the coal-black sky with its milky-blue 
trail of star dust. 

She went across the deserted square, and as she 
slipped and stumbled over the round bald cobblestones, 
she recalled returning across the square thal sunny day 
after the first meeting with Tsvetukhin, and suddenly 
saw with agonizing clarity that the sunny day had gone 
forever, 

When she reached home, she undressed quickly and 
went to bed; then, creeping under the bedclothes, she 
cried bitterly. 

“Everything’s ruined,” she confided to her pillows. “I 
thought I was free, and find I’m mistaken. Kirill is going 
to torment me all my life. Such a terrible, terrible per- 
son!” 

She fancied people were moving about in the house. 
Something stirred in the passage downstairs, some- 
thing fell. 

“Tm raving. I’m so unhappy,” she whispered and, 
pulling up the blankets closer about her ears, fell asleep. 


¥ 17 * 


THE NIGHT ALARM in the Meshkov household started 
with Glasha the cook, who, trembling with excitement, 
announced that an officer was asking to see Merkuri 
Avdeyevich. Throwing on a few clothes, he went down 
to the kitchen where, in the flickering light of the 
newly-lit wick he saw the bright buttons and silver 
shoulder straps of a huge black-clothed figure. The 
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visitor said he was a gendarme officer and that he had 
come to search the premises where one Pyotr Ragozin 
lived, and that the landlord, Meshkov, was invited to be 
present as a witness. He asked him to dress without 
delay and accompany him to the little house in the 
yard, The night air struck chill to Meshkov’s bones, 
though he had felt it very stuffy up to then and had 
slept, covered only by a sheet. Valeria Ivanovna had a 
sudden lapse of memory: where Merkuri Avdeyevich’s 
coat had got to she could not imagine, and while she 
was pottering, flustered and aimless, from the wardrobe 
in the hall to the cubbyhole under the stairs and back 
again to the wardrobe, the gendarme officer had called 
out “Please be quick!” twice from  belowstairs, after 
which Merkuri Avdeyevich’s bowler hat that had fallen 
down on the floor during the fuss and had rolled un- 
der the table, disappeared. At last Valeria Ivanovna made 
the sign of the cross at her husband’s back as he was 
going downstairs, and recited from the prayer book: 
“Open the door of mercy to us.” Standing at the head 
of the stairs, she listened for any sound of her daugh- 
ter awakening, then went out into the gallery to watch 
the yard. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich could not distinguish at first the 
shadows of the gendarmes, which merged with the night. 
They were ranged along the walls and he could not 
count them because they were in twos and threes as 
far as the porch steps of the wing, where they 
were grouped thickly. He heard the thin clink of spurs, 
the metallic click of the ends of the shoulder knots, 
the whistling snuffles; it was very quiet. Suddenly Gla- 
sha’s protesting voice said: 

“But, your honour, I’m only an ignorant woman.” 
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“You don’t need to be anything else!” the officer 
said curtly. “You just say what I tell you and that's 
all.” 

She was pushed on ahead. She knocked at the door. 

Xenia Afanasyevna came out at once into the pas- 
sage (she must have been sitting up) and asked: 

‘‘Petya, is that you?” 

“No, it’s me,” Glasha replied. 

“You? Whatever’s the matter?” Xenia Afanasyevna 
asked. 

“Well, it’s like this.... They delivered it to us but 
it's for you. I was told to bring it to you.” 

“Bring what?” 

“Well, this....” 

The gendarme officer had to prompt her in 
a whisper. 

“A telegram.” 

“The telegram,” Glasha gasped tearfully. 

No one breathed and Merkuri Avdeyevich fancied 
that the stars were growing larger in the heavens and 
that the whole yard with its buildings had mounted 
silently to meet the stars. Then suddenly the yard fell 
away underground with a terrific row and only then 
did he realize that it was the sleepy rooster flapping 
his wings and crowing in the neighbour’s henhouse. “Be- 
fore the cock crow, thou shalt deny me thrice,’ came 
into his mind and thereupon he heard Xenia Afanasyev- 
na saying in a different voice, low and despairing: 

“Just a minute—I’ll dress myself,’ and she must 
have run back out of the passage into the room. 

“Now then, Pashchenko! Put your shoulder to that 
door!” the officer ordered in a louder tone. 

Two gendarmes, crouching slightly, then straighten- 
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ing at once and setting their shoulder against the door 
from below, forced the bolt. The whole company rushed 
into the room through the passage and matches 
were struck. Merkuri Avdeyevich could see the variegat- 
ed shadows of caps and moustached profiles, shifting 
to and fro against the Russian stove—he was standing 
at the back, behind them all, against the door post, and 
found he could not cross the threshold: his feet had a 
dull heaviness, as though they had grown to ten times 
their usual weight. 

‘“Where’s Ragozin?” the officer demanded. 

“He's at work,” Xenia Afanasyevna told him. 

‘Has he been gone a long time?” 

“Since morning.” 

“Did he say when you might expect him home?” 

“No.” 

“Are you his wife?” 

“Yes.” 

Her voice had changed again. Merkuri Avdeyevich 
fancied he heard a note of dislike and defiance in it. 
That wasn’t the way for a guilty person to talk-—and 
after all, no innocent person’s house was searched at 
dead of night. An innocent person would have pleaded: 
“Your honour, it’s all a mistake, a slander.” That was 
what Merkuri Avdeyevich—innocent though he was 
of anything—would have done. He was ready to throw 
himself on his knees and wail: Have mercy! And now— 
the disgrace would be laid at his door! It would be all 
over the street tomorrow: a regular den that house of 
Meshkov’s had turned out to be, a sink of iniquity and 
impiety! Meshkov had given shelter to crime, to rebels. 
Meshkov’s houses had to be searched at night, they 
were looking for traces of subversive activities. In a case 
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like this you wouldn't stop at going down on your knees, 
you wouldn’t grudge any sum of money, only to 
lighten your fate. 

And here was Xenia Afanasyevna flatly refusing to 
answer any questions. She was sitting with her elbows 
on the kitchen table, her arched brows knitted; Merku- 
ri Avdeyevich looked at her from the doorway with 
alert eyes that reflected the orange light of the lanterns 
lit by the gendarmes. Had it not been for this little wom- 
an sitting at the table with her braids of straight fair 
hair tucked behind her ears, and with her chin propped 
on her fist as though to keep her mouth more tightly shut 
—had it not been for her, Merkuri Avdeyevich might have 
been snoring away comfortably in his bedroom, under 
his sheet, instead of cringing on a stranger’s threshold 
like a beggar or an outcast. Authority had forgotten 
him—what did it want with Merkuri Avdeyevich? He 
had been ordered to stand in the passage, so he had 
to stand there. And were he ordered to clear out, he 
would have to clear out. Yes, he ought to have given 
up this business of letting houses long ago. What good 
did he get out of a fellow like Pyotr Ragozin? You 
couldn't call nine rubles a month money, could you? Of 
course, he ought to have raised the rent: it wasn’t such 
a bad little place—a kitchen, two living rooms and out- 
buildings. If he had charged about twelve a month or 
even eleven, he might have let it to a clerk or a widow 
living on a pension. But nine rubles! What respectable 
person would rent a house at nine rubles? Now he was 
getting the interest off his hundred-and-eight rubles a 
year: he, Meshkov, was to be talked about, disgraced, 
his good name ruined. The name he had taken such care 
of all these years! Never getting enough sleep, enough 
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to eat, grudging a penny on the horse trams, tramp- 
ing everywhere and picking his steps over the cob- 
bles so as not to wear out his shoe-leather too soon. 

“To think of this happening!” he sighed. “It looks 
as though I’ve just lived for Ragozin’s conven- 
ience.”’ 

His feet were beginning to swell, and there was no 
place to sit down, except on the threshold, as_ the 
rooms:had been ransacked by the gendarmes who were 
standing over the jumble of things, their stout bodies 
bent as though they were reaping. Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich was growing tired of watching them bob up and 
down, and the shadows of bodies, heads and arms creep- 
ing up the walls and slipping over the ceiling and 
suddenly falling from thence to scurry after the mov- 
ing lanterns and be swallowed up by the light. His 
eyelids were closing, lulled by the dancing shadows, 
when suddenly nocturnal reality substituted its dread 
meaning for the unreality of the dream. 

“Witness, come this way!” the officer called out. 

Xenia Afanasyevna was no longer sitting at the kitch- 
en table, but was huddled in a corner, with her face 
covered with her hands. The board of the table was 
raised and beneath it, fitting the table-top exactly, lay a 
shallow case, partitioned into cells of equal size, each a 
little larger than a matchbox. 

“A type case,” the officer informed Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich. “This is type. See?” 

He picked a lead letter out of one of the cells, 
passed his finger over it and, showing them al] the black 
trace made by the ink, said: 

“{t’s still fresh. They’ve been .using it just lately.” 

The shadows danced towards the cellar now and, 
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growing livelier, leapt up the board walls. Empty bar- 
rels rolled with a hollow sound from corner to corner. 
The noise, which gave the impression that a scuffle was 
approaching its decisive moment, kept growing louder. 
Now they were hauling up the heavy trap, covered with 
floor-matting, that had filled the entrance to the cellar, 
the lanterns vanished below ground and the waxen yel- 
low light streamed up through the opening, picking out 
the beams, 

Merkuri Avdeyevich was called in again. The gen- 
darmes made way for him to pass through to the bright 
square of the cellar hatch, and his trembling foot groped 
for the rickety ladder. In the middle of the cellar stood 
a low machine, with a soiled patchwork quilt made of 
three-corncred: scraps thrown off it and trailing on the 
ground. The officer pressed the lever with his foot, 
and it sprang into life, the well-oiled transmissions creak- 
ing obediently. 

“Nice sort of things go on in this yard of yours,” 
the gendarme officer remarked playfully. “The composi- 
tors’ shop up above and the printing press down 
below.” 

Making a terrific cffort to awake, Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich realized to his horror that he was not dreaming: 
he put out a hand to touch the machine, felt the sling 
of cold metal and gave a convulsive start. The ladder 
shook beneath him as he climbed out of the cellar. 

The cock crowed again and flapped his wings tri- 
umphantly. It was growing light as Xenia Afanasyevna, 
carrying a small bundle, was escorted across the yard 
by two gendarmes,. 

‘When they reached the gate she looked back at the 
deserted house, and gave a hardly perceptible nod to Mer- 
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kuri Avdeyevich, most likely because there was no one 
else she knew to whom to say goodbye. He made no re- 
sponse. He was not thinking of her. Going up closer to 
the gendarme officer, he gently flicked something off 
his tunic just below the shoulder strap. 

“You've got your uniform soiled, your honour,” he 
said, “it looks dusty in several places. Perhaps you'll 
come across to my place for a brush up?” 

“It might be as well,” the officer agreed. 

Standing in the middle of the kitchen and turning 
slowly in front of the window so that he could see where 
to brush his uniform, the gendarme officer said in 
a weary but not ungracious tone: 

“How did it come about, old man? In your yard?” 

“It’s bevond believing,’ Meshkov said in a dejected 
voice. 

“Its a nasty business, you know.” 

“Yes, a blow for me!” 

“You'll never hear the end of it!” 

“What am I to do now, what am I to do, your hon- 
our?” 

“M-yes. That’s the question.” 

“Would you care for a cup of tea? [ll order them 
to put on the samovar.” 

“Oh, no! There’s no time for that now. Ive got to 
do a whole lot of writing. This is a special case. It has 
to be reported to the colonel at once. And then itll go 
higher and higher. The colonel will write to the gover- 
nor, the governor to the Ministry. This is a case of 
particular importance, I tell you. It}ll end in imprison- 
ment in the fortress... .” 

“Good Lord! For whose sins!... Maybe, after all, 
you'd like something to’ warm you, your honour?” 
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“What exactly?” 

“Well, something in the way of a drop of brandy 
or vodka with rowanberries. Afer a night like this, 
eh?” 

“Rowanberry, eh?... No. Better not. I have to draw 
up my report. Pity we didn’t haul in that Ragozin. 
Must have cleared out. What do you think of him?” 

“I couldn’t say. He didn’t arouse any suspicions. The 
only thing was—he never drank. That was the only 
thing you could call a bit suspicious. As for the rest, 
he seemed a decent enough fellow. It would never come 
into my head to doubt him.” 

“But you knew he was under police surveillance!” 
the other exclaimed reproachfully. 

“So I'd heard. Still, | thought he was going straight.” 

“Going straight, indeed?” the gendarme rejoined 
with official brusqueness. “I’ve never heard of such a 
thing. Never. The idea! That out-and-out, experienced 
old birds like this ever went straight! ... Well, am I 
all right now?” 

“Yes.... Just let me give this cuff a touch. That's 
all, your coat’s quite clean now.” 

“Now, let me tell you: not a word of this must leak 
out.... Understand? Not a word!” 

“Yes, of course, I understand that! Only... what 
about me?” 

“You'll be called as a witness.” 

“I suppose I couldn’t sign as a witness here and 
now, your honour, so as I wouldn't have to go there?” 

“Not a chance, old man. You can’t get out of going 
there when you're sent for. Your business is to keep 
your mouth shut, as I’m telling you. And then there’s that 
cook of yours—what do you call her? Glasha. Make 


EARLY JOYS 173 


her hold her tongue. She hasn’t seen or heard anything 
at all. Understand? Or else... .” 

He raised a threatening finger, then touched his cap, 
turned on his heel smartly in military style and 
marched out, leaving an echo of the heavy crystal-clear 
clank of spurs, 

Merkuri Avdeyevich went upstairs. His gait was droop- 
ing, much heavier than usual, his shoulders were stooped. 
Valeria Ivanovna glanced at him in alarm. He 
looked as though he had been toiling all night as a long- 
shoreman on the wharf. He passed into the bedroom, 
said a prayer, bowing to the ground and striking his 
head three times on the floor, then sat down in an arm- 
chair. After a few moments’ silence such as is kept be- 
fore starting on a long journey, he said in a melan- 
choly voice: 

“Trouble’s come upon us, Valyusha.” 

‘Mother of Heaven!” she murmured. ‘Are they 
thieves or what?” 

“Ah, if they were nothing worse than thieves!” 

“Merciful God! You don’t mean they’ve done mur- 
der?” 

“Maybe, for all we know, they have done that, too. 
But that they were printing false money I saw for my- 
self.”’ 

They. both crossed themselves and sat in stunned si- 
lence a minute. Then Merkuri Avdeyevich said: 

‘They took Xenia away.” 

“But she’s in the family way!” Valeria Ivanovna ex- 
claimed in a shocked tone. 

“Well, it makes no difference what way you're in if 
you're in jail.... Lisa didn’t wake up, did she?” 

“No, but she kept turning and tossing in her sleep.” 
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“Not a word to her- about the search, for God’s sake!” 
Merkuri Avdeyevich warned threateningly. 
And again they sat stunned. 


* 18 # 


IT HAD BEEN LIGHT for some time now, but the lamp 
was still burning with a feeble smoky flame. Vera 
Nikandrovna was seated on a disordered bed, her hands, 
palms upwards, on her lap. From time to time she 
looked around the room with = astonishment _ that, 
flaring up for an instant, died out slowly. All the 
objects in the room looked at her from their wrong 
side, an unfamiliar side, and seemed to have just 
appeared in it. The pictures hung askew, the blueprint 
of the cross-section of the steamer held by one draw- 
ing pin. The mattress was ripped open and its striped 
cover trailed from the bed onto the floor, which was 
strewn with tow and rubbish and bore the footprints 
of large boots. School books and exercise books were 
scattered in the corners. The greenish-black “Judith” 
had been pulled off its nail and was leaning against the 
door post upside down. An overturned chair lay in the 
middle of the room. 

Once these things had belonged to Kirill. Once he 
had written on the pages of these exercise books. Once 
his textbooks had stood on the shelves, the blue- 
print had been neatly pinned on the wall, the mattress 
had been hidden beneath a white coverlet. Once.... 
Only a few minutes ago Kirill had been sitting on thot 
chair in the middle of the room, had just overturned it. 
stepping back from Vera Nikandroyna, when she had 
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said goodbye, raising her hands to his face, and he had 
winced, aging by years in one instant. Only just now 
she had pressed his head to her shoulder, and he had 
torn himself from her embrace, while he crushed her 
fingers painfully and stroked them. The noise of the fall- 
ing chair was in her ears still, all else had slipped away 
somewhere to a day fifteen years ago, when they 
had come to tell her that her husband had been cast 
up by the Volga on a sandbank, and she had to go and 
identify his body. She had sat the whole night long 
then, as now, her arms hanging loosely, afraid to stir. 
But then four-year-old Kirill slept under the white cov- 
erlet beside her, and though death had mutilated the 
past, life had left Vera Nikandrovna an isle where bees 
hummed around the honey-laden trees, larks soared into 
the skies, and springs of clear water flowed in 
cool groves. The isle grew and flourished, covering the 
earth, embracing the world, and now it had sunk, and 
was swallowed up in a fathomless bog. The white cover- 
let was flung on the floor, the house was empty, Vera 
Nikandrovna was alone. 

She reviewed as in a vision all that had happened, 
in its insistent, petrified obviousness. 

Hardly had the gendarmes begun the search when 
Kirill came home from the theatre. They opened the 
door to him and closed in on him at once. Vera Nikan- 
drovna had time to glance into his face and see the in- 
stant darkening of his brows, eves and temples, and the 
sudden appearance of a straight dark patch over his 
upper lip, as if his moustache had just grown. They 
turned out his pockets and felt him all over from head 
to foot. They crumpled al] the seams of his jacket, rub- 
bing them in their hands. Then they sat him on a 


176 C. FEDIN 


chair in the middle of the room, They rummaged in 
his bed and his linen, tapped with their knuckles on 
ihe drawers and legs of the table, and on the door posts. 
They raked the ashes out of the stove and dug over the 
rubbish heap. Then they started on the books, and as 
they were flicking over the leaves of a bulky and much- 
read volume on “Mechanics,” seven small pink wall no- 
tices, about the size of a man’s hand, slipped out and 
fluttered to the floor, and the old gendarme with the deb- 
onair-looking whiskers, picked them up  unhurriedly 
and said with a kind of good-humoured gratification: 

‘“Ahal” 

Kirill was sitting there very straight, his legs twist- 
ed boyishly around the chair legs, his hands deep in 
his pockets. 

“Where did you get these, young man?” the gen- 
darme asked ina sociable tone, showing him a pink no- 
tice. 

“YT found them,” Kirill replied. 

“You don't happen to remember whereabouts, do 
you?” 

“Somewhere in the street.” 

“In which street would that be?” 

“Oh, a long way off.” 

“A long way from where?” 

“Not far from the Technical School.” 

“A long way off and yet not so far, I see. And go 
they were lying all together, were they?” 

“No, they'd been thrown away.” 

“You mean the whole wad of seven was lying where 
it had been thrown down?” 

“That's it.” 

“And so you picked them up?” 
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“Yes, I picked them up.” 

“Off the ground?” 

“Yes, of course, off the ground.” 

“And there they were, as clean and fresh as this, 
without a spot on them, lying on the ground?” 

Kirill said nothing. 

“Ah, you poor young greenhorn, why didn't you 
think first of what you were going to say, eh?” 

“I needn't answer you at all. I’m not obliged to.” 

“Now that’s something you've been put up to by 
other people—they’ve told you that you needn’t answer,” 
the gendarme said reproachfully, returning to his search 
through the books. 

He had carried on the whole conversation in the 
insinuatingly kind tone of a mentor who is sure that 
the schoolboy is going to tell a lie. Vera Nikandrovna 
wanted to forbid him to speak in that tone to her son, 
who never lied. But the stubborn calm of Kirill’s replies 
made her keep silence. She had a feeling that he was 
directing her and she had better suit her conduct to his. 
She imagined that he was wordlessly inviting her to 
join the conspiracy against the thieves who were rum- 
maging among his things. Her pain and fear for him 
retreated before her admiration. He knew how to con- 
duct himself at a moment of abominable and undeserved 
humiliation. Now she could see plainly the change that 
had taken place in him. Oh, yes—he had changed, and 
it was a change that made her prouder of him than be- 
fore, All this that was going on in their home was, of 
course, a sad mistake, which had to be endured as her 
son was enduring it. He was teaching his mother to be- 
have with the dignity she had dreamed of seeing in him, 
not rudely, but in a hard, unbending way, a man’s 
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way. God, how he had grown up, how manly he. was! 
And why had she only understood this now, at this 
stark, pitiless instant? 

‘Now, isn’t this funny, young man?” the gendarme 
suid, taking down a portrait of Przhevalsky from the 
wall. “You play at revolution and here you have a pic- 
ture of an officer over your bed.’ 

“That officer had nothing in common with officers 
like you, Mr. Gendarme,” Kirill informed him. “He 
brought Russia glory.” 

The gendarme tore down the picture and threw it 
on the floor. 

“I'd advise you to consider your mother, even if you 
don’t care a hang about yourself,” he said weightily, 
and they noticed how he controlled his voice so as not 
lo shout. | 

Kirill ought to consider his mother—they were cold 
words, uttered by a stranger, but they scalded her heart 
with despair. It was true, after all: Kirill was not think- 
ing of her. He was killing her with his unfeeling attitude, 
he did not sense her pain. He had brought a terrible 
unhappiness upon her, he had ruined himself, cruel boy, 
poor dear, dear boy! 

“Kirill,” she called out to him timidly, helplessly, 
“why don’t you explain? It's all a frightful mistake.” 

“Say goodbye to him,” the gendarme advised her. 
“We're going now.” . 

“What? You're going to take him away? You want 
to take him... from me? But.,..” 

_ She rose to her feet and took a_ short step 
forward. 

“Tm his mother.... And how can you do such a 
thing? Without going into the question properly?” 
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“Don’t you want to say goodbye?” the gendarme re- 
peated. 

Two of the gendarmes went up to Kirill. Then, with 
a little cry, she darted forward with outstretched arms. 

And now she could not tell whether much or little 
{ime had passed since she had embraced his burning 
head. She was sitting on his bed, surrounded by scat- 
tered things that had once belonged to Kirill. And he was 
not there. He was no longer there.... 

The rectangle of sunlight, cut up by the shadow of 
the bars of the basement window, shortening and grow- 
ing brighter, was moving along the floor, brightening the 
leaden film of ashes, the tangles and wisps of tow. The 
flies, happy in the warmth, buzzed more loudly. The old 
poplars sighed reposefully outside the windows, the spar- 
rows chirruped noisily, squabbling over who should 
perch on which bush, and promptly made peace again. 

Accustomed to these morning sounds, which for her 
denoted complete quiet, Vera Nikandrovna suddenly be- 
came aware of something disturbing this quiet. She fan- 
cied that someone was stealing through the adjoining 
room, coughing nervously. She came to herself. 

Annochka was standing in the doorway, gaping, her 
eyes Staring. 

“What is it? What do you want?” Vera Nikandrovna 
asked in a whisper. 

“I don't want anything,” Annochka replied hastily, 
Shaking her head vigorously. “Who were you talking 
to?” 

“Talking? I wasn’t talking to anyone.” 

“Oh, well, then.... Oh, I just... I thought you were 
talking to someone.” 

“But how did you get in?” 
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“The door’s open.” 

“The door? Open?” 

“Yes, wide open like this. | came in and heard you 
talking very quietly to someone.” 

“Ah, yes, I must have forgotten, That was it.” 

“And why is the lamp burning?” 

“The lamp? Oh, yes, yes, indeed,” Vera Nikandroyna 
said, starting up. 

Annochka darted to the table, turned down the lamp- 
wick and blew on the glass, from which a reddish globe 
of soot shot up. She made a grimace and glanced guilt- 
ily at Vera Nikandrovna, then went over to her impul- 
sively and touched her drooping shoulder. 

“Was it the soldiers who made all this mess here?’ ’ 
she demanded in an indignant and at the same time con- 
doling tone. 

“Which soldiers?” 

“The soldiers who came to take him away.” 

Vera Nikandrovna seized the little girl's hands and, 
without letting go of them, pushed the small light body 
away from her. 

“How do you know? Who told you? Tell me, who 
told you?” she demanded, squeezing and rubbing An- 
nochka’s hands. 

“Mamma was told.” 

“But who could have told her? Do you know who?” 

“There’s a man who comes to sleep in our doss house 
and he told Mamma that when he was on his way home 
last night—it was just getting light, he said—he saw the 
soldiers taking a schoolboy along with them not far from 
the school. Mamma asked him: ‘What boy was that?’ 
and he said ‘How the devil should I know? I only saw 
he had a school cap.” Then Mamma said: ‘Maybe it’s the 
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schoolmistress’ son?’ She was thinking of you. And he 
swore again and said: ‘Maybe it was, for all I know.’ 
And I thought so too.” ° 

“My God, my God!” the woman sighed, releasing the 
child's hands, 

“Our Pavlik wouldn’t go to sleep last night and when 
at last I got him off to sleep this morning, I laid him 
down and ran to see you.” 

“So everybody knows about it already? So soon?” 

Vera Nikandrovna drew Annochka towards her again 
and made her sit down on the bed beside her and clasped 
her close, stroking the roughened braids of hair. 

“No, no, nobody can have heard it yet except you 
and your Mamma. That’s right, isn’t it? And don’t you 
tell anyone—you mustn’t. You understand that, don’t 
you? It’s allan accident. They'll let him go. He'll soon 
come back. He will come back, you understand, don’t you?” 

“Yes, of course, I understand. He’s very good, I 
know.” 

‘Yes, he’s very, very good!” Vera Nikandrovna cried, 
kissing little Annochka on her cheek with all her heart. 
Suddenly, her talk became impressive, and almost calm. 
“You know what, little girl? You remember Lisa Mesh- 
kova, don’t you? Well, now, you go to her house and 
tell her that I want her to come and see me. Only don’t 
say anything about Kirill, mind. You understand that, 
don’t you? And she should come here as soon as ever 
she can. Now run off, and meanwhile I'll tidy the room 
and sweep up.” 

“No, don’t bother to sweep up,” Annochka fold her. 
“{ won't be long, and then I'll come back and sweep 
up for you properly.” 

Vera Nikandrovna kissed her once more, locked the 


182 C. FEDIN 


door behind her and started to tidy up. Her movements 
were as quick und purposeful as though she was making 
up for her long and tormenting immobility. The thoughts 
which had been crowding in upon her that night and 
seemed to have frozen in the subconscious, now thawed, 
melted, and, returning to life, burst all bounds. Now she 
had a plan of action ready and felt certain that every- 
thing would turn out as she intended. 

But a setback awaited her at the first step: Annochka 
returned with the news that she had been met by Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich, who had questioned her as to her busi- 
ness there, and had told her to say that if Madame the 
schoolmistress wished to speak to any of the Meshkov 
family, she might come herself and see them, but he 
saw no reason for Lisa to go there. Annochka selected 
and memorized the gist of what he had said. 

‘He said you should come to them, he won't let Lisa 
come here—not for anything, he won't.” 

Vera Nikandrovna thought for a minute, went over 
to the mirror, smoothed her hair, which was parted 
neatly in the middle, rubbed her face with a dry towel 
and looked about her: no, she could not forget anything 
al] that she needed was with her, her plan of action, 
her will, the idea that was sharpened to a fine point. 
She saw Annochka, and with a stinging suddenness the 
tears started to her eyes for the first time in those hard 
hours. Annochka had rolled up her narrow sleeves and 
was shuffling and bobhing up and down jerkily at every 
Step, swishing away with the broom, industriously sweep- 
ing the tow out of the mattress into a little heap, while 
the dust that arose whirled merrily around her from 
head to foot and played in a beam of quiet orange 
sunlight, 
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“Little girl, my dear little girl,’ Vera Nikandrovna 
said in a low voice. 

“I'll stay here and mind the house while you go 
there,” Annochka said. “You mustn’t worry—I know 
how to do everything.” 

Vera Nikandrovna almost ran out of the door. 

She traversed the distance that divided her house 
from the Meshkovs as quickly as though she was pass- 
ing from one room to another. The blue yard lay steeped 
in the morning sunshine like a vessel safe in harbour 
and ready fo be loaded; there was even a flagpole over 
the gate; the sun-dappled windows winked blithely, the 
steps were washed clean. 

The Meshkovs’ reception of Vera Nikandrovna was 
respectfully stiff. Merkuri Avdeyevich presented her to 
his spouse. Valeria Ivanovna was a little embarrassed 
that she was only in her ordinary working dress, because 
she had not been warned. 

“You must excuse me,” Meshkov said, “for seeming 
to have obliged you to come here: | don’t know, of course, 
how your messenger gave you the message. But 
I considered that though our young people have culti- 
vated an acquaintance without their parents’ knowledge, 
that is no reason for us to follow our children’s example. 
We have nothing to hide.” 

“But are they hiding anything? I know your Lisa.” 

“Do you? Then it seems she isn’t such a secretive 
person as your son,’ Meshkov rejoined with a chuckle. 
“} was thinking it might look a deal better if this se- 
cret acquaintanceship of theirs was carried on in the 
open.” 

“That's quite true,” Valeria [vanovna said, “our Lisa 
never keeps anything from us. She’s been brought up 
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like that ever since she was a little thing.... Well, the 
samovar’s ready, won’t you come and sit down? Only 
you mustn’t mind our having nothing better to offer 
you. If I’d only been told beforehand.... I’m afraid 
there’s nothing but plain tea, as they call it.” 

They were seated at the table when Lisa came down 
to breakfast. Sleep—though it had been none too sound 
that night—and a wash, and the triumphant strength of 
girlhood, seemed to have created her, inimitably, for this 
morning. The shyness that came over her at sight of 
their guest added to her attraction, and while she was 
greeling her, and seating herself, touching her cup and 
saucer and serviette, and taking a piece of bread, as 
though searching for an object which might help her 
to preserve her equanimity, the three grownups sat silent 
under the spell of her charm. 

“I haven't seen you, Lisa, since you left school,” 
said Vera Nikandrovna, breakiny the silence at last. 

“No,” Lisa acquiesced. 

“Have you decided to go on with your education 
and enter the Women’s College?” 

“She is waiting for me to decide that question first,” 
Merkuri Avdeyevich declared, “as in every other big 
question.” 

“Of course,” Vera Nikandrovna agreed, amaportant 
things like this cannot be decided without one’s a 
ents.”’ 

“Exactly: these sort of decisions rest with the par- 
ents,” Meshkov repeated emphatically in the tone of a 
mentor. 

“How did you like the theatre yesterday, Lisa?” 

“Oh, I liked it very much.” © 

“Whom did you like best of the actors?” 
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“Tsvetukhin.” 

“A celebrity,” said Merkuri Avdeyevich. 

“And did Kirill like him?” Vera Nikandrovna asked. 

Lisa was about to blurt out “no,” when she caught 
herself in time and coughed. 

So Vera Nikandrovna must know already all that 
happened yesterday in the theatre. She must have come 
to speak about that awful scene in Tsvetukhin’s dressing 
room, and Lisa’s flight home alone through the town 
at night—or perhaps of something else? Of something 
Lisa did not yet know and that was of the utmost im- 
portance to her—of Kirill? Lisa had left him alone with 
people he had annoyed. Something irrevocable must have 
happened, very likely. What a misfortune their acquaint- 
ance with Tsvetukhin had been! Why on earth had 
she ever promised to go and see him behind the scenes? 
Had it not been for the quarrel with Kirill, everything 
would have been so much easier now. Of course, it would 
still have been terrifying, but not as bad as all this. 
After all, Lisa had long been preparing for the inevita- 
ble meeting between her father and Vera Nikandrovna. 
She had had a presentiment that it would be a decisive, 
perhaps fatal meeting. But could she ever have imagined 
that it would be at the moment of a rift—could it really 
be the break ?—-with Kirill and that she would not know 
what had become of him? 

“Ah, see what a cough you've got!” Valeria Ivanovna 
remarked. ‘That comes of.going to the theatre, I sup- 
pose, it's always very draughty.” 

“Now, take that theatre,” Merkuri Avdeyevich said, 
stirring his tea, “The things it goes in for! Impersonating 
the sort of characters that haunt common lodging- 
houses.” 
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“Yes it shows every side of life,” Vera Nikandrovna 
assented, as though she had not understood him. 

“But where’s the sense in showing all sides of life? 
People should be shown good examples, so that they'll 
know what to emulate. That’s what the Christian church 
teaches. And here they start exhibiting all manner of 
bestiality, as much as to say—here, havea good look and 
see how abominable men can be.” 

“Yes, Of course, the church and theatre are two very 
different things,” Vera Nikandrovna observed. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich pursed his lips under his mous- 
tache with a touch of condescending reproach as much 
as to say: the lengths people go to! 

“Different things—I should think sol” he said with 
a smile, “I suppose your son holds the same views as 
you do? It would be interesting to hear what he told you 
about the play?” 

“He could not tell me anything about it yesterday 
evening,’ Vera Nikandrovna said in a low voice. 

“You haven’t had a talk to him about it, then?” 

“No,” she replied, and with downcast eyes, asked: 
“Could I speak to Lisa alone?” 

There was silence a moment, then Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich, leaning cautiously back in his armchair, protested: 

“But what for? I was under the impression that we 
had met for the purpose of doing away with all these 
mysteries. And you—it turns out that you are on the 
side of secrecy in the young people’s behaviour. Is that 
it?” ) 

“Very well then,” Vera Nikandrovna said in a still 
lower tone, and, taking up a serviette, unfolded it slowly, 
then folded it again neatly in the ironed creases. “I 
wanted to let you know, Lisa, that a terrible mistake has 
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happened about Kirill. For some reason or other... he 
was... arrested last night.” 

Lisa stiffened and stood up, holding on to the edge 
of the table with the tips of her fingers. 

“IT want to ask you,’ Vera Nikandrovna went on, 
her tone never changing, her monotonous voice seeming- 
ly devoid of feeling. “You know Tsvetukhin well. If 
you were to ask him... you needn't go alone, but with 
me, perhaps. Of course, he would do it for you. If you 
were to ask him to use his influence to help Kirill, 
I’m sure... he’s so influential. And then everything 
would be cleared up very soon. You know Kirill ... All 
this is a stupid accident and of course it'll be obvious 
that Kiriil.... And then Tsvetukhin—there’s his friend- 
ship with Pastukhov, who is very well known, too ... 
And I’m sure....” 

Lisa was slipping down slowly, as though she wanted 
to pick up something off the floor. Her head drooped 
slowly till it lay on the table, jolting the cup of tea A 
lock of fine soft hair adhered to the tablecloth, darken- 
ing from the spilt tea, and her face turned as white as 
ivory. 

“Lisanka!” Valeria Ivanovna shrieked, darting to her 
daughter’s side. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich, with instant presence of mind, 
seized his daughter under the arms, lifted her—apparent- 
ly without an effort—and carried her to her room. The 
whole house was thrown into a commotion. Valeria 
Ivanovna called for Glasha, ran to the stairhead and 
thumped on the banisters: the decanter that usually had 
drinking water in it proved to be in the kitchen, the 
medicine chest was locked and the keys had disappeared. 
Lisa was attended to, her dress was unfastened, het 
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temples moistened with eau de Cologne. She soon came 
to, but her mother kept on fanning her with a calendar 
that happened handy and had a picture of the royal 
family on the front. 

Meshkov closed the door of Lisa’s room and went 
back to Vera Nikandrovna. She was leaning against the 
wall between the two windows. Her shoulder had touched 
a philodendron, reaching as high as the ceiling, and 
its heavy leaves quivered, the patterned reflection of 
them playing on her face and the hands pressed against 
her breast. Her eyes were full of anxiety as she looked 
at Meshkov, but the reflections of the quivering leaves 
gave them a pensive, faraway look. 

Meshkov stood opposite her, his feet planted firmly 
on the floor, and he twitched at the watch key attached 
to his watch chain. His breath came with a whistling 
sound through his bristling moustache, his beard was 
brushed askew. 

“Allow me to inform you, Madame,” he began on 
the low, muffled note his voice took when he wanted 
to keep himself in hand, “that my daughter had no con- 
nection whatsoever, and never could have had any, with 
your son. And [ll allow no one to impose on her. You’ve 
come fo the wrong spot about your affairs. No one in 
my house takes criminals under his wing..And I think 
it only my duty to protect my girl from suspects, You 
must reap what you sowed yourself. You'll get no help 
from us, I have the honour to wish good day,” 

He stood aside, making way for her to go out. 

“Well, then, there’s nothing to be done,” she said, 
bowing her head. “Only I am very sorry for your Lisa.” 

“As to that—you can suit yourself, of course. She 
has parents who are sorry for her in their own way, 
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not your way. And now there’s my door and I'll trouble 
you not to darken it again...” and he pointed to the 
stairs. 

She descended the stairs, never raising her head, and 
went out into the yard. Meshkov followed her. He felt 
inclined to see her out to the wicket gate, to make sure 
she had quitted the precincts of his fortress. 

But hardly had he crossed the threshold, when he 
was suddenly brought to a stop: no, it seemed that the 
cup of misfortunes of the night was not yet full Across 
the yard towards him, with a self-assured and threaten- 
ing step, came a policeman, round and ruddy as an 
orange, with an impressive moustache fo tone, in a 
white summer uniform, with orange pipings on the col- 
lar and cuffs, orange shoulder straps, a glitter in the 
new meta] number on his cap, and the polished sword 
hilt. Were the dreadful visions of the night to haunt 
Merkuri Avdeyevich in the daytime, too? Was he never 
to know any peace and quietness again? Would he 
have to go about all the time with ‘either gendarme or 
police uniforms at his heels? And wasn’t it his bad luck 
that it should so happen that this great image with the 
metal number on his cap should bump into this nasty 
mischief-making visitor that he didn’t know and cared 
nothing about! 

But no-—apparently the policeman had not noticed 
Vera Nikandrovna. He did not even glance in her direc- 
tion. He was making straight for Meshkov and the short- 
er the distance grew between them, the nearer the ends 
of that orange moustache crept to the eye, the deeper 
sank the sharp dots of the pupils in the puffy slits be- 
tween the eyelids. 

“How do you do, Merkuri Avdeyevich,” the police- 
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man rumbled, and Meshkov recognized him as the of- 
ficer in his ward. 

“Good morning, I’m glad to see you,” he returned 
with satisfaction and even that touch of obsequious 
respect which was heard in his voice only in conversa- 
tion with very exceptional people. “How is it I didn’t 
recognize you at once?” 

“You haven’t seen me a long while, Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich. I haven’t been round since Shrovetide. I've been 
home to the country—on leave.” 

‘“A-ah, so that’s it? Very nice. What’s it like in 
the village these days?”’ 

“First rate, thank you. My family’s very well sat- 
isfied with everything. The peasantry is law-abiding 
and orderly.” 

“Yes. I’m sure country folks don’t behave like this 
town riffraff.” 

“That's so.” 

“And what did you want to see me about?” 

“Just to remind you, Merkuri Avdeyevich, that to- 
morrow’s a royal birthday and you shouldn’t forget to 
pul the flag up. And tell them in the common lfodging- 
house to be sure and put it up, too.” 

“I will, you may be sure—and thanks for reminding 
me.” 

Meshkov fumbled in his waistcoat pocket, counted 
out thirty kopecks and slipped them to the policeman. 

“Much obliged,” said that personage, then turned 
smartly on his heel and marched away. 

“Maybe it will blow over, after all, and things will 
settle down again?”. Meshkov thought: to himself, with 
a sigh, like a child after a fit of crying. | 
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* 19 * 


EGOR PAVLOVICH TSVETUKHIN had arranged to have lunch 
with Pastukhov on a steamer. About eleven in the morn- 
ing the passenger boat Aeroplane used to arrive from 
somewhere upriver, and stand a long time for loading, 
and people who understood something about cuisine 
liked to spend an hour or two in the restaurant on deck. 

The weather was depressing and foggy. Even by 
midday the Volga could not free itself from the dank 
mist it dragged, wreathing over its sleepy waters. The 
air mingled in a dull quivering of sandy-white smoke 
in which the sirens of the steamers were stranded, the 
whole town seemed muffled. Hoofs that had lost their 
ring thudded hollowly up the cart roads. 

Tsvetukhin was walking along in a state of mind 
that might be called vacuous: his thoughts spread like 
boughs on every side. He raised his head and, seeing 
the high intricate network of cables over the roof of 
the telephone exchange, recalled his old interest in in- 
ventions. He had never invented anything and could not 
have worked anything out, but from time to time var- 
ious technical brainstorms whirled in his head, such as 
for instance, an electric accumulator that would be 
small, light and powerful. Had he hit on some unknown 
kind of insulation, of course, the whole thing would have 
been perfectly simple and straightforward. Chance often 
came to one’s aid in research of this nature, as in all 
manner of discoveries, but for some reason chance ‘failed 
to come up to the scratch in the present case. 

While he was walking along the wooden pavement 
near the Volga quay, a girl passed Tsvetukhin, the heels 
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of her new shoes clacking on the sets. As he looked at 
the dark blue bow on the end of the long pigtail flap- 
ping against her fashionable wasp waist, he fell to think- 
ing of Lisa. Her excitement had pleased him, the scene 
in the dressing room the previous evening looked prom- 
ising: Lisa had been mortally offended on his account 
and had run away in such embarrassment that she was 
not likely ever to make it up with Kirill, who had caused 
her so much suffering, Who knew but she might be 
thinking of Egor Pavlovich this disconsolate yellow day, 
and a feeling might grow in her and awaken a response 
in him, and then they would find that they were meant 
for each other, and Egor Pavlovich would marry and 
be happy. 

No doubt, the gencral impression was that Egor Pav- 
lovich Tsvetukhin, the actor, must be a success in his 
private life. Very likely people thought that, being a ce- 
lebrity in a way, he never lacked for affection and 
caresses; that love and joy followed hard on the 
heels cf fame. Only Tsvetukhin himself, and 
perhaps Mefody, knew how very far this was from 
reality. 

Tsvetukhin was married to an actress, Agnia Lvovna 
Perevoshchikova, but they had been separated for over 
lwo years now and she toured alone with the theatre. 
A venomous woman, without any talent to speak of, 
She had a small mind and had reckoned on Tsvetu- 
khin’'s bearing her out Hike a sail into the open sea of 
success, but the sail had proved inadequate; indeed, it 
is doubtful if a gang of bargees could have towed her out. 
She blamed him for his indifference, but when he want- 
ed to help her, took offence, since she was capable 
only of faultfinding, not learning. All through his short 
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married life with her, Tsvetukhin found that he was 
constantly accused of something. It was less a marriage 
than a lawsuit, and not until he had left her did the 
culprit feel that he was cleared. 

When a man is getting on for thirty, even the best 
of friends are but poor comfort in his loneliness. Now 
and again Egor Pavlovich’s thoughts would turn back 
to the days when he was in the position of the prisoner 
in the dock, and laugh, and ask himself: had it all been 
as bad as he had imagined? And if things had turned 
out badly once, might they not turn out better the sec- 
ond time? And so, as he descended to the riverside, 
he found himself listening involuntarily to the clacking 
of new heels on the wooden steps, and could not take 
his eyes from the blue bow, flapping against the wasp 
waist, and kept watching it until it vanished suddenly 
behind the piles of matling in a shed on the quay. Yes, 
he ought to be starting divorce proceedings, but so many 
other things hindered him. 

His work at the theatre, with crowded human con- 
tacts and bitter-sweet delights, now filled his days, now 
left him desolate. He had grown accustomed to this 
fever and was a little afraid that, perhaps, the play in 
which he played the Baron so well might be banned 
and that would mean the end of the season, already 
protracted, and then he would be left to himself until 
October. 

Thinking of this and that, Egor Pavlovich reached 
the quay and went up the shaking gangplank, keeping 
out of the way of the stevedores who were moving 
along rhythmically in two lines: one in which they were 
bending under their loads, the other—in which they were 
returning, erect, with their hooks over their shoulders, 
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to the bank. As he went aboard on the lower deck, 
Tsvetukhin stopped. 

On his left, the hatches of the hold in the bows were 
‘open, and the cargo shot down into it along smooth pol- 
ished boards; below decks lit by electric lamps, the 
bo’sun was roaring in a bored way at the stevedores. He 
had taken off his cap and was scratching the back of 
his head. On the right, in front of the engine-room, tow- 
ered an extraordinarily clumsy and at the same time 
acrial construction of huge flat shapes, planes, cables 
and ties. Tsvetukhin guessed at once that they were the 
parts of a biplane, and on making inquiries, learned 
that the aviator Vassiliey was transporting his flying 
machine. It took up a fearful lot of space, but in such 
a way that it did not seem to take any at all: you could 
pass through it everywhere and see the whole contrap- 
tion—from below, and above, and the sides, and it was 
all plain and simple, but in ifs very simplicity, in its 
every wire, lay an cnigma; the canvas of its wings—- 
tight as a drum and varnished—was mysterious. Gather- 
ing his cloak close about him, Tsvetukhin walked around 
the biplane, looking at it from every side, peering 
under the wings, feeling them, flicking at the canvas, 
sniffing at their varnish, measuring, carpenter-fashion, 
with outspread fingers like a pair of dividers, their 
Jength and breadth. His heart began to thump for some 
reason, he could hear it. His panama fell off and he 
stepped on it accidentally, then picked it up, hastily 
rolled it up, and kept on walking around the plane, 
bobbing up and down, rising on tiptoes to look down 
the spine of the apparatus. He got in the way of the 
line of stevedores in front of the hatches, and they all 
shouted at him: 
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“Let's pass! Gangway there?” 

At last one of the men gave him a hard knock oir 
the shoulder with a bale, shouting: ; 

“What the hell! Out o’ the way, sir, or I may knock 
you off your feet!” 

Tsvetukhin moved slowly away from the biplane and 
climbed the stecp trap with its brightly-polisied plates 
to the passenger deck. 

Pastukhov was already there, seated at a little table, 
facing the river, drinking Zhiguli beer and eating 
prawns. 

“T was beginning to think you weren't coming,” he 
said, ringing for the waiter. 

“Do you happen to have a sheet of notepaper about 
you?” Tsvetukhin asked impatiently. “Or perhaps you'll 
tear one out of your notebook.” 

Pastukhov wiped his fingers very thoroughly on his 
scrvietle, fumbled in his pockets, then threw a= worn- 
looking letter on the table. Egor Pavlovich picked it up 
and started to fold the sheet of paper into some mys- 
terious shape, carefully creasing the corners, measuring 
and tearing off the sides. Pastukhov watched him, suck- 
ing at the prawns’ necks meanwhile. The waiter 
caine up. 

“Another dozen prawns,” Pastukhov ordered, ‘and 
a nice sterlet.” 

“Steamed?” the waiter asked, bending towards him. 

“Yes, steamed,” 

“Rolled?” 

“Yes, rolled.” 

Tsvetukhin finished the paper model he was making, 
folded it, got up and said to Pastukhov: 

“Come here and look at this.” 
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They stood by the rail, and Tsvetukhin let the paper 
Hy. It flew further and further from the steamer with 
i slow, even movement and alighted on the water, spread- 
ing its wings. Pastukhov watched it awhile as il was 
caught by the current and drifted away, then he glanced 
indifferently at his friend, returned to the table and 
tucked his servielle into his waistcoat. 

“Interesting sort of bird,” he remarked as he pulled 
off a claw of a prawn and bit into it. 

“Doesn't it suggest anything to you?” 

“No, nothing whatever.” 

“That's a pity.” 

“Tm thickheaded.” 

“You are lazy. And this isn't a thing that requires 
a laborious effort of mind. The bird’s flight followed 
the hypotenuse of a triangle which is three times the 
length of its height. Therefore, if I were to leap on 
wings like these from the height of a verst, I would 
fly three versts.” 

“If you were to leap from that height you would 
be mashed up with a crunch like the prawn in my 
teeth.” 

“And observe,” Tsvetukhin went on in a serious tone, 
“the bird flies without a motor. If it was fitted with a 
motor, with a light, powerful accumulator, the distance 
it flies might be multiplied a great number of times.” 

“Have you been looking at the biplane down below?” 

“Yes, but it seems fo me, Alexander, that our avia- 
tors are on the wrong track. They think the bird re- 
quires to push off from the earth in order to take flight. 
This isn't true. A bird will fly anyhow even if it is held 
by the feet. Il needs neither pushing off nor a run to 
gather speed. It can break the thread that binds it to the 
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earth, it can raise its weight in the air solety by the 
strength of its wings. Two things have to be invented: 
how to rise in the air without taking a run and hew 
to make the lightest: possible motor.” 

“Here, cool off a little, Thinker,” Pastukhov advised. 
pouring out the beer. “Do you want me to tell you 
what I think of your inventions? You acted magnifi- 
cently Jast night. That’s your job. Do it. Leonardo da 
Vinci invented wings. But we know him only as an 
artist.” 

“That’s our fault.” 

“No, it isn't. Read his Codici When he writes about 
his “Flood” his language makes you tremble. He savs: 
‘may the dark air be seen.” Thisis the Lord of the Davs 
of Creation speaking: let there be Light, Bul his draw- 
ings of his machines are—venerated relics and nothing 
more.” 

“Would vou like to flv?” Tsvetukhin interrupted 
him. 

“T fly all the time. 

“But you’ve never even seen an acroplane in flight.” 

“Yes, I have, A cricket contraption rose into the air 
over the racecourse, circled once over the roofs and alight- 
ed on the telegraph wires. The aviator dislocated his 
jaw.” 

“The tledgling falls out of the nest first time, Alexan- 
der.” 

“T understand that. The fledgling becomes a_ bird. 
But [ shall always take flight in a better way. I sit here, 
eating prawns and [ see your bird getting wet in the 
river, and then cling like a bit of slimy rubbish to the 
boatman’s oar, The boatman merely gapes at the shore. 
But I see the shore swelling with the huge humps of 
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cargo, and pcople swarming in the trenches between 
them, Yonder, two have stopped by a pile of smoked 
herrings, flung back a corner of the tarpaulin, picked 
oul one of the bigger fish, knocked it on a packing case 
to make it softer, and now tear off the head and clean 
it. Can’t you hear the skin crackling as they rip it off 
the back? Can’t you see the silvery scales flying off the 
skin? But here under my nose is the same prawn.” 

“It isn’t that you're afraid of alighting on the tele- 
graph wires by any chance?” Tsvetukhin asked. 

“Very possibly—or even of falling face downwards 
in the puddle. But flights ike this are in the line of my 
profession, and |] don’t want any other.” 

Tsvetukhin said nothing, He still saw with his mind’s 
eve the paper model, and followed its flight in thought, 
while his physical eyes seemed to traverse again the 
roule by which Pastukhoy had led him: through the yel- 
low fog he saw the riverside, all in hills and hollows of 
cargoes, Shrouded in sailcloth., 

Just then the stevedores were changing shifts—one 
gang was going off work, the other getting ready to start 
und having a meal first. On the ground between the 
piles supporting a huge warehouse, from beneath which 
{he spring walers had only recently subsided, the men 
knelt in a circle around a big pot, eating a hot mess. 
The ganger, Tikhon Parabukin, had stripped off his 
shirt, and his great body with the golden hair growing 
crosswise between the breasts gleamed in that dim place. 
He dipped his spoon into the pot along with the rest 
and cairied it carefully to his mouth, holding a chunk 
of bread beneath it to catch the drops. 

Leaning against a log closer to the light, with her 
bare legs stretched out, sat Annochka, sewing the buttons 


EARLY JOYS 199 


en her father’s shirt. Olga Ivanovna had sent the child 
to the wharf with the pie, and a needle and waxed thread, 
because she herself was angry with her husband. Ti- 
khon had been drinking all the week, and loafing about 
the riverbank, Whenever he came home to the doss house, 
he was rowdy, thumped his breast, and shouted: 
“Don't rouse the beast in me!’ and seized the bottle that 
stuck out of his pocket. Once she had found him in a tav- 
ern, another time under a derelict upturned rowing 
hoat. His clothes were hanging in rags these days, he 
had sold his stevedore’s shoulder strap for drink and 
when he went back to work again, he was ashamed to show 
himself to Olga Ivanovna, so he asked his fellow-lodgers 
to tell Annochka he needed a bit of mending done. She 
came and brought her father his favourite liver pie and 
sat down to her sewing. She sewed the buttons on most 
conscientiously, affer a man’s fashion, as her father showed 
her: she did not draw the thread tight, but wound 
it round several times to form a stem; and in putting on 
a patch left extra material around the hole. Her face wore 
the serious businesslike expression of all the women who 
sewed for the stevedores on the riverbank. 

Parabukin glanced into the pot, rapped the spoon on 
the brim and called out: 

“Scoop it all up together!” 

The men sharing the meal started to scoop out with 
their spoons the bits of meat, watching that no one took 
more than his share. Soon they had reached the bot- 
tom, scraped it clean, then, making the sign of the cross, 
they gol up from the ground. As they moved off they 
settled their shoulder straps and pads and, flourishing 
their hooks, emerged from under the warehouse into the 
light, walking with their dignified, slightly rolling gait. 
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Parabukin pulled on the mended shirt and stroked An- 
nochka’s hair lightly, as though unsure of himself. She 
trotted along beside him, delighted that she had pleased 
him and could stay on the bank awhile—it was a change 
from minding Pavlik. 

The gang had to load a bower anchor of nearly two 
tons. Parabukin walked around it, while his men stood 
waiting. They all knew how to tackle this by no means 
easy job, but they had to wait for the word from their 
leader. 

‘“Heave it.” said Tikhon quietly. 

Five men raised one barb of the anchor, slipped the 
end of a rope under it and, moving over to the opposite 
side, did the same with the other barb. Then they knot- 
ted the rope on the heel and the whole gang spread out 
in a line on each side of the anchor. 

“Take hold,” said Parabukin. 

They picked up the rope. 

“It's no go, it’s no go!” Parabukin chanted in his 
hoarse voice, and the low voices repeated the words in 
a languid, tuneless chant, as though addressing the an- 
chor that lay, a dead weight pressed into the ground. The 
low voices were echoed by high, the mingled sound unit- 
ed the gang, they leaned forward as one man, stretching 
out the rope and taking a firm grip of the ground with 
their feet shod in bast sandals. 

“And now it’s going, now it’s going,” the high voices 
chanted. 

“But will it go, will it go!” the low voices responded. 

“And now it’s off, and now it’s off!” the high voices 
sang out, as the anchor shifted, heaved itself reluctantly 
out of the hollow, the heel squeezing the sandy-yellow 
moisture out of the earth. Then all the voices blended 
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in harmony and a ripple of a polyphonic song, such as 
delights and consoles the heart of the Volga rivermen 
and, the simple words of which tease and argue, the re- 
frain of which leads the men in unison year by year, age 
by age, was borne out over the riverside, The anchor 
dragged, stumbling at every unevenness in the ground 
and then with reluctant obedience shifting as though the 
cast-iron bulk itself was enlivened by the all-powerful 
song. 

Pastukhov and Tsvetukhin, having finished their 
lunch, sat still for a long time listening to the song that 
floated out over the water from the bank on one 
and then another side of the steamer, now gathering 
strength and ringing out, now dying away in the mist far 
out over the river. 

“Let’s go and watch them,” Pastukhov said, with sud- 
den eagerness, 

They went through the saloon and came out on the 
opposite side of the deck, which overlooked the gang- 
plank leading from the steamer to the wharf. Leaning 
on the rail, they watched the stevedores at the head of 
the group set foot on the gangplank and the whole gang 
clinging to the rope like fir branches to the trunk, grow, 
as it were, into the body of the steamer and disappear 
below decks. 

“Look,” Tsvetukhin exclaimed. “Do you recognize 
him?” 

Parabukin, bent forward, was at the back of the 
group. For the look of the thing he held the rope in 
one hand and was watching tensely {the movement of the 
anchor; the span of its barbs was the width of the gang- 
plank. His tousled curls hid his face and neck, which quiv- 
ered with the ponderous jerks of his body. 
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“Magnificent!” Pastukhov said, with a laugh. “Imag- 
inc—if a fellow like that got you by the throat!” 

“Why should he get you by the throat?” 

“For no particular reason, If he was sick of life per- 
haps.” 

“I doubt if he’s sick of it yet. See, his little girl is 
down there, too.... Annochka!” Tsvetukhin called out. 

Annochka was mincing along behind the head of the 
anchor, in a crowd of small boys, barefoot like herself, 
who had run up to watch the loading and were as fas- 
cinated and swept away by it as though it was a military 
hand playing a march. The song broke off at that very 
moment. The most critical point of the job had been 
reached: the anchor now had to be placed heel upwards 
and dragged by its shank along the deckside towards 
the bows. Annochka glanced up, saw Tsvetukhin, and 
nodded to him as to an old friend. Then, taking advan- 
tage of the momentary delay, she slipped aboard the steam- 
cr. It took her some time to reach the upper passenger 
deck, because she lost her way in the corridors, darting 
in and out of cabin doors which all looked alike, and 
was somewhat bewildered by the luxury of the gleaming 
polish everywhere, the brass rails, chandeliers, and glass. 
But she greeted Tsvetukhin in a simple and easy man- 
ner: she had already come into contact with him as well 
as with the other actors at the theatre. She had dropped 
in there several times during rehearsals and they were get- 
ting used to seeing her around. And so now, as she ex- 
pected to be sent on an errand, she asked without slop- 
ping to think: 

“Do you want me to go for something for you?” 

‘No, we don’t want anything. Have you come to help 
your father?” Tsvetukhin asked, thinking of the loading. 
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“Yes,” said Annochka with perfect gravity. 

Pastukhov pulled her hair playfully, smiling. Mov- 
ing out of his way, she added in an independent tone, 
pointing to the needle with the thread wound round it, 
stuck into her dress. 

“I’ve sewn on every one of his buttons. And soon 
I'll be able to do all the sewing for him, Mamma says. 
She’s promised to show me how to make a shirt, she'll 
cut it out for me and I'll make it.” 

‘Perhaps you'll make one for me, too?” Tsvetukhin 
asked her. 

“T don’t know about that. Pll have to help Mother 
first and then Vera Nikandrovna. She’s going to teach me 
to read and write and I'll help her with the housework.” 

Annochka cust a sharp glance at each of the men 
in turn, stretched up towards them on her tiptoes and 
breathed in a loud whisper that both could hear: 

‘They’ve taken away Vera Nikandrovna’s boy.” 

“Who is Vera Nikandroyna?” Tsvetukhin asked. 
Then, turning abruptly towards him: “Alexander, who's 
that? It’s Kirill, isn’t it?” He turned back again to Annoch- 
ka: “You mean Kirill Izvekov from the Technical School, 
don’t you?” | 

“Yes, of course,” Annochka retorted, ‘Vera Nikan- 
drovna hasn’t any more sons, has she?” 

*“What’s all this nonsense? Who took him away?” 

“It isn’t nonsense. I was at Vera Nikandrovna’s 
yesterday, I stayed all day. And the night before that, a 
inan from our house said he'd seen them taking him 
away.” 

“But who was taking him away? And where were 
they taking him?” Tsvetukhin persisted, then, suddenly 
realizing that the child was telling the truth, he stopped 
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speaking, and with raised eyebrows looked at Pastukhov 
again, 

Pastukhov was standing motionless. The lower part of 
his big face looked heavier, his eyes narrowed and blinked 
jerkily, Every feature expressed disillusionment in its 
own fashion. He secmed to have retreated somewhere far 
away and returned, to depart once more’ on some uncer- 
tain errand, Tsvetukhin fancied that Pastukhov had caught 
himself in some unpleasant error and was unable to he- 
lieve that he had erred. 

“What’s all this Egor? Are they hauling schoolboys 
off to jail now?” he said at last. 

He took Annochka’s small chin in his hand and turned 
her face up to his, looking steadily and curiously into 
her bold, wide-open eyes, 

Down below the chanted argument arose again. 

“And now it’s off and now it’s off!” 

But all of a sudden the part-song broke off, inter- 
rupted by the command: “Stop!” then: “Hold on!” then 
a medicy of voices, cursing and grumbling, reached them, 
and Annochka, uttering a pitiful squeal, cleared the rail, 
slipped over the baluster of the wharf, then darted, quick 
and agile as a mouse, between the legs of the men on 
the gangplank. 

‘Must be an accident!” Tsvetukhin exclaimed, lean- 
ing over the rail and trying to make out what was go- 
ing on below. 

“Parabukin’s had an accident,” he said quickly and 
rushed away, catching his cloak around him with one 
hand. 

Parabukin was lying on his back, his eyes closed, 
drawing short sobbing breaths as though keeping back 
his weeping. Beads of perspiration glistened on his 
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forehead. The stevedores crowded around, arguing as 
fo whether he had fallen on his back or his side. 

“How did it happen?” Tsvetukhin kept asking as he 
pushed his way through the crowd and appealing lo 
everyone who made way for him. 

“Got hit with the shank,’ one of them said. 

“What shank?” 

“Knocked down by the anchor, They were in too 
much of a hurry to heave at it,” a second man explained. 
“There’s no room here.” 

“We'd have turned,” said a third, “if it wasn’t for 
this blasted thing straddling all over the place,” and he 
struck his fist on the wing of the biplane, which answered 
with a humming of wires. 

“Get a doctor. You must send for a doctor or an 
ambulance man. He must be brought round,” Tsvetu- 
khin babbled, stooping down beside Annochka who was 
squatting by her father’s head. 

“IVH be all right, these folks can stand a lot,” the 
wharf clerk said calmly, settling his pencil behind his 
ear. 

“Medicine—there should be medicines on board the 
steamer,” Tsvetukhin persisted. 

“Ah, don’t meddle, sir. He isn’t the first to get hurt,” 
said an emaciated-looking stevedore with a bristling pic- 
hald beard. “Come on, lads, let’s take and lay him on the 
bench in the stern.” 

The stevederes stooped down and lifted Tikhon. 

“Gone all limp, our ganger has,’ someone sighed. 

Moving unevenly and often changing step awkward- 
ly, they bore him to the stern. Annochka hurried aft- 
er them, striking her small clenched fists together in 
agitation. Tsvetukhin followed. 
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They laid him down in the stern with his stevedore's 
strap and shoulder pad under his head. The man 
with the piebald beard took down aq fire bucket from its 
nail, tied it to a hawser, dropped it overboard, drew it 
up full. 

“Now, then, young one!” he commanded, “keep out 
of the way!” and doused Tikhon with the bucket of 
water. 

Tikhon’s curly hair suddenly darkened and lay close 
to his head, making it look small and throwing the big 
lumpy white forehead into relicf like that of a corpse. 
Then a shudder passed through his purple lids as they 
opened a little, between them the still blind pupils 
showed dully, the big chest heaved. Parabukin uttered 
a groan. Drawing back his elbow beneath him, and 
leaning hard on it, he made an attempt to rise, but 
could not. 

“Station....”’ lie croaked hoarscly. 

Annochka seized his hand. 

“Where docs it hurt, Papa?” she cried in a chok- 
ing voice, and clenched her little fists impatiently again. 

He turned his eyes, which brightened faintly, to- 
wards her, and his checks {witched. 

“Your mother... you musn't tell her,” he foreed 
the words out and for the first time took a big, noisy 
breath. 

The lean man with the patchy beard emplied the 
rest of the water in the bucket overboard, hung it on 
its nail beside the rest, each of which bore a letter of 
the word Aeroplane, and waved his hand as much as 
to say—that’s that. 

“Come on, let’s go, lads! He’s got over it now—got his 
wind back.” 
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They dispersed slowly, taking out and unrolling their 
tobacco pouches. 

Tsvetukhin looked up. In the stern of the steamer, 
opart from the throng of passengers who were watching 
what was going on down below them, stood Pastukhov. 
He was smoking a cigarette, nervously and frequently 
Elowing out rings of greenish smoke. Tsvetukhin pressed 
his handerchief to his temples, forehead, and chin 
cautiously, as though afraid of removing make-up. Then 
he looked at the handkerchief. It was wet. He was per- 
fectly still for a moment, then he turned suddenly and 
went up to Annochka. 

“Here, wipe his face.” 

She pushed away the handkerchief, apparently not 
understanding him, suddenly took to drying her father's 
head and face tenderly and painstakingly with the nar- 
row, patched sleeve of her print frock. 


* 90 * 


AT ABOUT midnight on Saturday, a small card party wys 
going on at the home of the prosecutor of the law. 
courts. There were only two tables. Between the 
rubbers the men went out on the verandah to stretch 
their legs and smoke. The verandah was overgrown 
with the motionless foliage of the wild vine, gilded 
by the light from the electric lamps, around which the 
owl moths danced. The frenzied quiver of their wings, 
now illumined, now extinguished, seemed to emphasize 
the soundless serenity of the night. 

The host paced beneath the canopy of vine leaves, 
pausing at the turnings and watching the moths with cu- 
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riosity. The man who paced and paused beside hin, 
was a frequent guest, the youngest of his subordinates, 
a minor office holder in the law courts, Anatoli Mi- 
khailovich Oznobishin. There was something of the kan- 
varoo in his )uild—his short arms with their slender, 
unmasculine wrists, his long legs, a torso that thickened 
downwards, and stuck out slightly when he walked. 
Good-natured and considerate in his manner, he was 
liked not only by the prosecutor bul by his spouse in 
particular, and the female members of the household 
in general—the aunts and the young niece—who were 
inclined to be dreamy about him, The men he worked 
amongst found him = insinuating and were certain 
that his quietness would not jshinder him = from 
getting ahead of even some of the sharper ones at 
work, 

“It’s a very strange thing!” the prosecutor remarked, 
“the dancing of these moths always has a soothing effect 
on me. Even more soothing than cards.” 

“On the contrary, cards are exciting, 
guests said. 

“To the player who loses one rubber after another, 
they would,” the host retorted with a chuckle. “But I 
take no risks and so it’s a rest for me.” 

“Well, we'll see what the next pool will show us,” 
the guest said, leaving the verandah and going back in- 
to the room. 

“It's perfectly true, Your Excellency,” Oznobishin 
said when he was left alone with his chief. “It’s as 
hard to tear one’s gaze from these moths and midges 
as froma bonfire.” 

“Sparks that die as they fly,” the prosecutor mused, 
repeating a line from a well-known song. 
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“They do resemble sparks, indeed they do. And they 
put one in a contemplative mood.” 

‘And set you thinking of the vanity of human exist- 
ence,” the elder man sighed. “Have you heard any- 
thing new?” 

“No, nothing much. The town’s still talking about 
those leaflets.” : 

“Oh, yes, the case of those youngsters, you mean? 
How’s the inquiry going on?” 

“TI can’t say exactly. You know, of course, Your 
Excellency, that the Assistant Prosecutor is none too well- 
disposed to me. I asked him twice if he would permit 
me to be present at the investigation. He promises, 
but... .” 

“Hmph.... Perhaps you would like me to mention 
the matter to him?” 

“If it wouldn’t be too much trouble, Excellency, I 
would be very grateful. It would be very instructive 
and perhaps I might prove of some slight service. The 
case promises to be unusually interesting. They say, for 
instance, that Tsvetukhin is mixed up in the affair.” 

“Who? The actor?” 

“Yes, indeed.” 

“It’s scandalous! What did he do?—scatter leaf- 
lets in the theatre boxes?” 

‘No, he’s supposed to be mixed up with the other 
case—the printing press.” 

“Both are connected, I’m sure.” 

“So far, Excellency, no connection can be proved.... 
They have failed to link them up.... The two cases are 
separate, they say.” 

“Who has failed. to link them up, my dear chap? 
The Lieutenant-Colonel? The Lieutenant-Colonel can link 
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up anything! He's like a chef—he mixes oil and vine- 
gar and there you have French dressing!” 

Oznobishin laughed at that and his laugh lasted, at 
a restrained well-modulated ebb, while the smile lingered 
on His Excellency’s lips. Then he remarked in an ex: 
tremely confidential manner: 

‘‘Pastukhov’s name is mentioned, too.” 

“Pastukhov?”’ 

“Yes, they say Pastukhov was in it as well.” 

They stood silent. The minute shadows of the owl 
moths flitted over their faces, suggesting the rapid suc- 
cession of their thoughts. A burst of laughter reached 
thein from within the room, 

‘And you said you hadn’t heard anything new?” the 
Prosecutor said reproachfully, listening to the laughter. 

“Oh, but I've no really authentic information, Excel- 
jency. If I say something and then it turns out that 
there’s no confirmation for it—it will look as though I, 
Oznobishin, was spreading rumours. After all, I haven't 
been-able to see the charge sheets to this day.” 

“Yes, you're right. Ill tell them to report to me 
tomorrow.” | 

The older man shook his head reproachfully and with 
a sideways glance at the open door of the room where 
people were laughing and talking, he said: 

“And they must certainly allow you to familiarize 
yourself with the information bearing on the case. It 
will give you a chance to gain some experience. I un- 
derstand you. You will look intothething and then keep 
me posted on it.Since I've been ordered by my doctor to 
wear spectacles, my dear chap, I find reading much 
more trying. As soon as I put on my glasses, I feel drowsy, 
just imagine. If I take them off, I can’t see a thing.” 
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“The eyesight, Excellency,’ Oznobishin said with an 
air of great penetration. 

“That's it,” the Prosecutor agreed. ‘And then, hes 
one of these modernists, isn't he?” 

“Pastukhov?” Oznobishin said, guessing at once. 
“Oh, of course, he’s one of the modernists.” 

' “They praise him in the newspapers. But his father 
was such a good-for-nothing fellow. You know, always 
full of some project or other. Got into debt, too.... If 
the son took after him, it’s natural enough that he should 
go wrong. And then, il’s only what you might expect from 
a writer. I suppose you read these modernists, do you?” 

‘“T’ve tried Excellency. All their stuff is... built on— 
ambiguitics. Even to the point of indecency, sometimes.” 

“Yes, ‘they certainly allow themselves _license.... 
Still, some are rather entertaining and colourful in a 
way, you know.... I happened to read a novel...: 
I can’t remember the author for the life of me... 
it was before 1 got those spectacles. One of these new 
writers, anyway. But I remember the title: Virginity— 
it was, you know. Very daring. Oh, very. Reads well 
and holds the interest..There was a young girl in it, 
you see....” 

At that moment the niece, who was obvioysly enjoying 
herself, came out on the verandah to invite them in 
to supper, so the Prosecutor went back with her into-. 
the room, asking her what had amused them all so 
much. 

Seated as he usually was between the ladies, to 
whom he obligingly but rather awkwardly passed dishes 
with his siffall hands, and exchanging suitable and non- 
commit{al remarks, Oznobishin felt a pleasant excite- 
ment. He hoped. that after the very gratifying con- 
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versation on the verandah his relations with the Assist- 
ant Prosecutor, whose province was political affairs, 
would assume that confidential footing which so far 
he had been unable to establish. The young official’s 
zea) did nol appeal to the Assistant Prosecutor; he often 
snubbed him, thus endeavouring to teach him that it a 
man was to advance successfully in his career, restraint 
should take precedence of inquisitiveness, and he gave 
him nothing better to do than the compilation of infor- 
mation of very little importance. Now, when the Pros- 
ecutor was to have the handling of a case that had 
created a sensation in the town, Oznobishin hoped to 
push himself forward, both through acquaintance with: 
the procedure of the investigation, and by assisting in 
drawing up the indictment. His part in the affair he 
envisioned as an important beginning to what might 
prove a decisive advancement in his career; he regretted 
that he had found no opportunity of talking to the 
Prosecutor previously, and was delighted that he had 
secured it at last. Like most young people, he was trou- 
bled by an unsatisfied desire to bring about a change, 
to improve, and he thought that he would astonish every- 
one when it was discovered that he had revealed so 
much that had hitherto passed unnoticed. He’ had not 
the slightest desire to disturb the machinery of the law; 
on the contrary, he imagined that when he was allowed 
to handle it, he would make it present such a play of 
al] its minutiae that even old officials would gasp and 
revere it still more. The chief thing he dreamed of was 
to see the accused in the flesh, and it was extremely vex. 
atious that the Assistant Prosecutor failed toé*observe his 
interest in the inquiry. 

The interrogation had been going on for over a 
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month. A fair number of people had passed through the 
hands of Lieutenant-Colonel Polotentsev of the gen- 
darmes, and details were collecting on the case like shells 
on the keel of a ship. 

Among those summoned to the headquarters of 
the Gendarme Police Force was Merkuri Avdeyevich 
Meshkov. 

Well dressed and well turned out, he looked as though 
he was going to church. The questions put to 
him at first, concerning himself and establishing his iden- 
tity, were not hard to answer. He replied with promp- 
titude, the arrangement and convenience of the form 
dispelled his dread, particularly as Polotentsev kept al- 
mos! excusing himself all the time for the trouble he 
was causing him. 

Polotentsevy was a man with a longish head, shaved 
clean and shining, and with a well developed mathemal- 
ical bump at the back. His short yellow eyelashes 
seemed to repeat the thin gold rims of the glasses. He 
wore his nails long, and they were very white, and 
while he wrote his little finger, on which the nail was 
especially long and white, pressed into the paper. At 
-work he put on a tunic without shoulder straps, which 
gave him a look of being on his travels, as though the 
Lieutenant-Colonel was in a first-class railway carriage 
and there was no need to stand on ceremony—it was 
to be a long journey, the places were very comfortable, 
the travelling companions pleasant enough, and he was 
about to open his light portmanteau and say: “And 
now, let's see what the best of wives has packed for her 
husband on the journey.” 

It was in a similar good-humoured, kindly-disposed 
tone that Polotentsev informed Meshkov that witnesses 
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guilty of giving false evidence would be liable to pun- 
ishment under the law, should they be detected in pre- 
meditated suppression of facts or of libel, 

“T understand, I quite understand,’ Meshkov assent- 
ed, which was true, because he had understood at 
once that the convenient questions were over and done 
with now. 

Polotentsev then asked what Meshkov knew about 
his tenant Ragozin, after Ragozin’s disappearance. 

‘What could I know about him, if he has disap- 
peared?” Meshkov countered with rising agitation. 

“In the future I am going to ask the questions and 
you are going to answer me,” Polotentsev corrected him 
in the tone of a mentor. 

From that point onwards he proceeded unwearying- 
ly, it seemed to Meshkov, to ask the same question 
put in different ways. Who had gone to Ragozin’s, whom 
had Meshkov seen at Ragozin’s, who visited Ragozin’s, 
and then, who had gone to see Ragozin’s wife, where 
was she in the habit of going, whom did Meshkov meet 
at the Ragozins? 

Merkuri Avdeyevich made prodigiously tiring efforts 
of memory to say something other than “I don’t 
know,” which would have arrested the persistent repe- 
tilion of a perfectly senseless question; a frightening and 
melancholy sense of guilt was growing on him that he 
had not used his life on an affair of such great impor- 
tance as watching his tenants the Ragozins, but had 
been busy with goodness only knew what, and now, be- 
cause of this unforgivable error, he had brought misfor- 
tune on Lieutenant-Colone! Polotentsey and was doomed 
like him to torment himself over unanswerable ques- 
tions. Merkuri Avdeyevich had only to say something 
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to Ragozin’s credit, such as that he paid the rent very 
regularly, for Polotentsev to start to wring a statement 
from him as to whether he had noticed that Ragozin 
spent his money very freely, how much’ the man lived 
on in general, had Ragozin some hidden bent towards 
hixuries or was he, on the contrary, avaricious and saved 
money? : 

It began to look as if Meshkov was stubborn, as if 
he denied things, and he kept secrets known to himself 
alone, and of course would have only himself to thank 
if Lieutenant-Colonel Polotentsev ceased to trust him 
and feel well-disposed towards him. 

‘Is this how I am to understand you, then, that 
you have no desire to help the inquiry about the state 
criminal to whom you leased a detached wing and an 
cuthouse where a sccret printing press was found in 
your yard?” Polotentsev asked, pressing the nail of his 
little finger into the clean sheet of paper, on which he 
was about to take down the reply. 

“But—excuse me, your honour,” Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich protested, quite startled, stretching out a hand 
towards the officer, as though imploring him not to 
write down anything yet, and wiping his perspiring brow 
with the other hand. “I'd be only too glad to aid in 
the legal procedure, but whatif it is beyond my pow- 
er?” 

“What's all this about it being beyond your power?” 
Polotentsev exclaimed with kindly reproach, moving 
the paper away from him. “Now, tell mé what you know 
about your other tenants.” | 

“Which other tenants? The only other one is that ac- 
tor.” 

“Oh, yes, yes, that’s it—tell me about that actor,” Po- 
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fotentsev said, delighted. ‘““What’s his name—this actor- 
fellow?” 

“Mefody,” Merkuri Avdeyevich informed him, with 
a sense of pleasant relief that his thoughts were at last 
out of the blind alley into which the questions about Ra- 
gozin had driven him. “Excuse me, but Mefody’s surname 
completely escapes me... .” 

“You'll remember it later on,” Polotentsev said sooth- 
ingly. “Tell us what you know about this actor’s contact 
with Ragozin?” 

“Tl only wanted to say.... 

“What did you want to say about Ragozin’s associa- 
tion with the actor whose surname you can’t remember?” 

“Tt wasn't about Ragozin,” Meshkov replied in a quiet- 
ly hopeless tone, ‘not about Ragozin, it wasn’t... .” 

“Yes, you're right,” Polotentsev took him up hastily, 
pushing up his spectacles on to his shining head and rub- 
bing his screwed-up eyes with his knuckles. “I’ve got 
this Ragozin on the brain—it’s nothing but Ragozin here, 
day in, day out! Then it’s not about Ragozin but about 
his association—with whom were you going to say?” 

“You mean about Mefody?” Meshkov ventured. 

“That’s the one, yes. So he was associated with 
whom, did you say?” 

“He has an old friend, they used to be at the semi- 
nary together—Tsvetukhin, an actor like himself.” 

“Tsvetukhin,” Polotentsev repeated in an affirmative 
tone, drawing the paper toward him in a businesslike 
way. “Tsvetukhin, the great lover, the hero. Well, well!” 

“You're going to write it down?” Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich asked. 

“No, no, please go on, go on by all means. Plenty 
of time to write it down afterwards, the writing can 
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wait. Only just a few jottings, in pencil. So you say 
that Tsvetukhin used to drop in at his friend's, at Me- 
fody’s, where he would meet Ragozin—is that what you 
give me to understand?” 

‘“‘No,” Meshkov protested, endeavouring to give his 
reply finality. “I can’t state what I don't know. The 
actor Tsvetukhin used to go and see Mefody. Once, 
at Eastertime, I saw Pastukhov there, too. The late 
Viadimir Alexandrovich Pastukhov’s son, if you re- 
member.” 

“That’s it, that’s it. So there were gatherings of people 
at Mefody’s.... Gatherings.... And so who are you pre- 
pared to give evidence about?” 

“That’s not quite what I'm saying, your honour. My 
tenant invited me in at Eastertime to have a drink as it 
was the occasion of the holiday. And while I was there 
I met Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov.” 

“Tsvetukhin. Pastukhov...” Polotentsev repeated, 
drawing ovals around the two names he had written. 
“And who else was present during your visit at your ten- 
ant’s?” 

‘‘Well,—he wasn’t exactly present at the meeting but 
he came up to the steps, a tramp it was—he just glanced 
into the yard, a fellow from the doss house.” 

“You mean from your doss house?” 

‘Yes, he rents a corner there, a family man, a drunk- 
ard.” | | 

“Whose name you've forgotten, no doubt,” Poloten- 
tsev said affirmatively. 

“His name’s Rubakin, or... no, excuse me, the other 
way about—Burakin.” 

“Oh, never mind, you'll have plenty of time to re- 
member it yet. Now, let’s see, your tenants were in the 
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habit of meeting...’ the Lieutenant-Colonel continued 
unhurriedly, drawing ovals and enclosing question marks 
in them. 

“Parabukin!" Meshkov blurted out, bobbing up on 
his chair and suddenly breaking free into fluent narra- 
tive. 

When all was said and done, why should Merkuri 
Avdeyevich jib at recounting the conversation that had 
annoyed him with people of loose morals, scribblers and 
mummers? He was only going to tell what had actu- 
ally taken place, without adding or suppressing a word. 
To be sure, nothing very good could be said of either 
Mefody or his friend Tsvetukhin: men who had forsaken 
a theological seminary for the boards and entertainment. 
That was nothing to be proud of, was it? And who was 
this Pastukhov? What was it that he was inventing for 
the theatres? An ungodly man, who scoffed at his own 
friends for their fondness for the Easter hymns. A son 
who refused to pay his father’s debts and, judging 
by all one could see, was hiding the fact of having inher- 
ited something. And what good could one say of that 
tramp and tippler, Parabukin? Merkuri Avdeyevich 
regarded them all with pity and sorrow: let God be their 
judge! 

“Yes,” was Polotentsev’s reponse, made with sym- 
pathy and even pained fellow feeling, to this sad story. 
“Just think, Merkuri Avdeyevich, just consider what mis- 
fortunes you have brought on yourself by letting your 
rooms to suspicious persons. You say—let God be their 
judge; God- helps only those who help themselves. We 
are appointed to judge people here below. In heaven 
judgment wil] be meted out to them without us, And 
you did not even ask yourself: for what purpose do 
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these suspicious persons congregate together (as you 
say), on your premises and draw characters like Para- 
bukin into contact with them?” 

“I'm not saying they’re suspicious, except in regard 
to their morality, so to speak,” Meshkov cautiously cor- 
rected him. “The people in question seem to me to be 
immoral.” 

“Yes, as you, a religicus man, would express it, 
they’re immoral, and as we, in legal parlance, put it, 
they’re politically unreliable. So what do we find? That 
three of your tenants: one—Ragozin, under police sur- 
veillance, another, Parabukin—a tramp....” 

“But what sort of a tenant of mine is he?” Mesh- 
kov pleaded. 

“He lives in your doss house, not mine, doesn’t he?” 

The Lieutenant-Colonel struck his palms on the table 
and got up suddenly, pushing back his heavy armchair 
with his heels. 

“No, no, a: Meshkov, there’s something very funny 
about your.. 

He nated 4 up and down the room, obviously steady- 
ing his nerves with an effort. Then he came closer to 
Meshkov, looked at him tensely, took off his glasses and 
once more rubbed his eyes with his knuckles as though 
driving away the drowsiness that threatened to over- 
come him. 

“I must admit one thing: that it’s a bitter disap- 
pointment when one finds quite unexpectedly that one 
has been mistakén in a witness. When the witness in 
question proves to be an accessory, M-yes-s.” 

He turned away. 

“Your honour,” Meshkov said submissively, “may I 
ask for a glass of water.” 
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“Ah, a glass of water!” Polotentsev echoed. “I'll tell 
them to bring it at once,” and, with a cheerful ringing 
of spurs, he went out. 

Leaning back in his chair, Meshkov covered his face 
with his hands, He tried to keep his heels pressed hard 
on the ground, but they slackened and beat a feeble tat- 
too on the boards, 

Suddenly the door was flung open. The black-clothed 
gendarme officer who appeared suddenly in the room 
brought with him the chill. of the night and the sinister 
shadows of gendarmes shifting over walls and ceiling 
in Ragozin’s house, when Merkuri Avdeyevich had stood 
leaning against the door posi like a beggar. 

“Has the Lieutenant-Colonel gone out?” the officer 
asked. 

“Yes, that’s right,” Meshkov answered loudly, giving 
a start. 

‘“A-ah!” the other drawled pleasantly. “An old ac- 
quaintance!” 

He advanced a couple of steps impulsively as though 
he was about to shake hands with Meshkov, but just 
as he started from his seat, the gendarme paused half- 
way and said in a disappointed tone: 

“You're here in connection with that case, eh? A bad 
business, old man, now you're in for it!” : 

“Look here, sir....’”’ Meshkov began. 

“Oh, no, don’t tell me—what’s the use?” the gen- 
darme officer said, hastily dismissing the matter. ‘““How do 
you like our Lieutenant-Colonel? Eh? Penetrating mind. 
But, you know, not fond of trifling, Oh, no. Anything 
but that.” 

He wheeled and vanished as quickly as he had 
appeared. 
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Left alone, Meshkov sat down, feeling the trembling 
in his legs and almost asleep with the heavy lassitude 
that had come over his whole body. 

The Lieutenant-Colonel seemed in no hurry to return. 
When he did, he arranged with grim energy the papers 
in blue folders that he had brought with him, then 
ripped open a new pad of paper with his nail and drew 
the inkstand nearer to him. 

“IT asked... for a drink of water,” Meshkov said. 

‘“Didn’t they bring it to you? I gave orders,” Polo- 
tentsev said, picking up his pen. “And now, let’s draw 
up the statement. We'll begin with your valuable de- 
position about Ragozin....” 

Meshkov could never understand where he found 
strength to sit on the chair and speak of the thing that 
kept continually escaping his attention, as water escapes 
from a leaking vat, while Polotentsev refilled the vat 
again and again. Whether a long time had passed since 
that early hour when he had left home to come here, 
Meshkov had no idea. It seemed to him that the lamp 
in the green-folder shade had been burning for ages and 
that the white fingernail, moving unfeelingly over the 
paper, had yellowed with age. His eyes saw the glass of 
tea with a lazy tongue of steam rising from it that Va- 
leria Ivanovna poured out for him in the morning. He 
could hear her persuasive voice begging him to take 
just a mouthful; he drove the mirage away from him, 
recalled it again with longing. Words lost their sense 
for him, and when the interrogation was over, he was 
still mumbling something. 

He tottered along the corridors, swaying slightly, 
reached the glassed-in vestibule and had his hand on the 
door when a stentorian shout reached him: 
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“Defendant Meshkov!” 

A gendarme non-commissioned officer was running 
down the corridor after him. 

‘Are you Meshkov?” 

“Yes, I’m Meshkov, but I’m not a defendant, I'm a 
witness,” Merkuri Avdeyevich muttered. 

“The Lieutenant-Colone] says you're to come 
back!” 

Keeping close to the wall, Merkuri Avdeyevich went 
back. Polotentsev got up from his place at the desk to 
meet him. 

“Excuse me for delaying you a minute,’ he said 
with a look of anxiety and perfectly sincere regret. “A 
question of rather minor importance has arisen. It seems 
{hat your daughter, as far as | know, is a great friend. 
of a young man called Kirill Izvekov. I’m right, am I 
not? I just wanted to know—has this young man oflen 
been to your house, or not?” 

Merkuri Avdeyevich saw, with startling clearness, a 
glimpse of a white rim of collar above a short square 
back in a Technical School uniform jacket—just a 
glimpse, before it vanished through the wicket gate And 
at the same instant that he saw the white rim of collar 
the blue stripes of Lisa’s house dress swam through his 
inward vision. And then—the brown hanging .that let 
the lamplight through in the window of Ragozin’s 
house, and he, Merkuri Avdeyevich himself, peering 
speculatively down at the quiet yard, from the upper 
gallery of his house. 

He stared fixedly at the Lieutenant-Colonel. 

Polotentsev said nothing. Then suddenly he raised 
himself and said in a sympathetic tone: 

“I can see you're frightfully tired and so, please 
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kindly excuse my persistence. And anyhow my question 
may be postponed till next time. I only wanted to tell 
you that your daughter’s young friend is also charged 
with a crime against the state. So I must ask you lo 
remember without fail for next time, whether he was 
ever in your house. So as to be able to clear up this 
business about him and your daughter once and for all. 
And now—I’ll wish you good evening. Really you seem 
quite worn out! I am sorry, very sorry, but it is an of- 
ficial matter, my duty requires if of me.” 

When he got out into the street Merkuri Avdeyevich 
moved like a drunken man who had just been brought 
round. No trace of the morning’s smartness and neat- 
ness remained. His jacket hung on him loosely, his trou- 
sers bulged at the knees. Under the matted moustache 
that did not feel like his own he was aware of his 
parched cracked lips. For a long while he could not un- 
derstand what sort of a fog it was that wavered before 
his eyes. It was only when he had gone a few blocks 
that he was able to make out a cloud of gnats that was 
following him steadily and took on a bronze glow when- 
ever he passed a street lamp. He tried to wave away 
the cloud, but it whirled about him and danced ahead 
like a mocking. mirage. 

Suddenly Merkuri Avdeyevich stopped dead. For the 
first time that day a comforting thought impressed itself 
upon his mind. 

“Let them call it wilful concealment if they like! But 
I won't give my. Lisa away.... Not on my life!” 

He smoothed his beard, straightened his bowler hat, 
and went on; his habitual slightly springy gait returned 
to him. 
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IN THE COURSE of one of the conversations that Lisa 
called philosophic, in Dogs’ Limes, the talk had turned 
on what fate was. Kirill said that a person’s dependence 
on events was very likely what was meant by fate 
or destiny. Lisa did not care for this definition. 

‘‘And supposing there aren't any events?” she object- 
ed. “If nothing happens, but things just go on in the 
ordinary, humdrum way, or don’t even go on, but stand 
slill and—it’s all endless boredom and nothing else? Then 
what?——-does fate disappear?” 

Kirill denied that there was any such thing as en- 
tirely uneventful times. He considered that boredom and 
dullness were also events. 

‘Very well,” said Lisa, ‘have any events you like. 
Let them go on and on, no matler what comes or goes. 
Man gets used to them and perhaps feels happy. 
And then, all of a sudden, everything in his life collapses. 
What do you call that?” 

“But what are you talking about exactly?” Kirill 
asked. “Personal happiness? Surely you know the saying 
—‘In your own smithy forge ye your own happiness.’ ” 

Lisa would not agree with this. 

“Then what would you call it when the smith forges 
in his smithy and thinks everything is going on first- 
rate and all of a sudden the smithy burns down and 
nothing is left of it?”: 

“That’s a fire,” Kirill said with a laugh. He was 
rather fond of laughing things off if he could not ex- 
plain them. And then he always saw good times ahead. 
But Lisa often had strange presentiments; now she was 
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convinced that they had not deceived her, that in the 
conversation so long ago about destiny she had been 
right; everything had seemed as usual, and she had 
. been happy, and all of a sudden Kirill had been snatched 
out of her life. Everything had seemed as_ usual, 
and she had been happy, when into her home floated 
a name she had never even dreamed of: Victor Semyon- 
ovich: Shubnikov. This was destiny itself,... 

The town knew two shop signs whereon in gold 
letters on black was inscribed the name Shubnikov. One 
was on the store opposite the Upper Bazaar, the other— 
on a big shop in the very heart of the market. In both 
of them fabrics were sold; the store kept the higher 
quality goods—cloth, velvet and silk; the market shop— 
cotton ‘prints, ginghams and sateen. The business was 
carried on by Shubnikov’s widow, Daria Antonovna, 
assisted by her nephew, Victor, whom she had spoiled 
from’ his early childhood and intended to make her suc- 
cessor. 

A man of twenty, fond of dressing smartly, lounging 
at the barber’s while his flaxen hair was marcelled with 
curling irons, and of ordering from Warsaw some fancy 
device for keeping his moustache neat, advertised in the 
papers, or a gutta-percha apparatus invented by a Lodz 
hygienic firm for face massage, Victor Semyonovich had 
gained a name for himself among the younger set who 
never overtired themselves with work. He was the sport- 
ing type. impatient by nature, and for this reason never 
succeeded in finishing his education, though he went in 
for the acquirement of learning with great gusto several 
times, changing from one high school to another, trying 
the Commercial and Real Schools, ordering a new uni- 
form for himself in each case of excellent cloth from the 
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family store and finally abandoning the various school 
caps in favour of that of a cyclist. 

He was a firse-rate cyclist, riding in the style of those 
who went in for the competitions—leaning forward from 
a high seat over low handle bars curved like the horns 
of an ox, with rubber tips. He even trained for the race 
track, and was thinking of carrying off a prize, but fell 
off as he was veering and injured his kneecap, and then 
seemed to take his rivals’ success as a personal slight. 

But no one could compete with him on a horse. He 
brought from the steppe a pacer from Bukhara, nothing 
much to look at, red and rough-coaled, with a light 
mane. At Shrovetide Shubnikov showed off before the 
local amatcur judges of horseflesh, with the nag har- 
nessed to a very small featherweight sleigh, into which 
only one person could squeeze himselt. In Kostrizhnaya 
Street where people in family sleighs driven by a pair 
or a troika of dignified horses were caulious of turning, 
and where only thoroughbreds tore along, Victor Se- 
myonovich Shubnikov and his little devil performed 
miracles that made people catch their breath. To say 
nothing of the beauty and buoyancy of the animal, which 
went as though infuriated to the point of playful mad- 
ness, the driver evoked genera] enthusiasm by his dash- 
ing manner of driving. He neither rode nor whirled 
along, nor flew, but soared somewhere beyond varthly 
spaces, away from the smooth rolled road, all in snow 
dust, and it seemed as though he was not sitting in @ 
Sleigh, but stood, aimed by the taut reins like a stone 
from a sling, into the: frosty air. Leaning sideways so 
that the sleigh ran on one runner, his eyes screwed up, 
dodging tlie flery, long-haired tail and the icy clots of 
snow cast up by the hoofs, Shubnikov dashed by with 
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his meteor horse, only urging it on now and again with: 
“Hey! Hey! Hey!” 

“Stick it, Vityusha! Stick it!” his friends urged him 
from the sidewalks. 

And he did, overtaking, one after the other, the horses 
of ithe fast Orel breed, hearing nothing save the 
whistling of the wind and the drumming of the snow 
clots on the front of the little sleigh. 

Bul, like every other passion, racing of this kind de- 
manded sacrifices and Victor Semyonovich nearly got 
into hot water over his indulgence of it. A worthy repre- 
sentative of the law, the Assistant Prosecutor, was cross- 
ing the street at Shrovetide during the traditional sleigh- 
drives that took place, when he fell and hurt his leg at 
the very moment that Shubnikov was dashing past with 
his fast horse. Had it been an official of any other pro- 
fession, no il] consequences would have followed, but a 
justiciary found no difficulty in presenting the matter 
as though the driver had blown the passer-by off his feet 
and only narrowly missed killing him. The case dragged 
out for a year. Daria Antonovna became familiar with 
the lowest and the highest of the law offices before she 
finally got her nephew out of the mess, and the case 
ended with her having to pay the costs of the complain- 
ant’s medical treatment. After this Vitenka’s name as 
daredevil acquired a stil] brighter lustre, and he ordered 
a coat of buff serge to render himself more easily iden- 
tifiable and conspicuous as the hero of ‘the sensational 
adventure. 

Daria Antonovna kept her nephew in comfort; he 
never knew what it was to want for anything, she re- 
fused. him nothing, and required very little work from 
him: he will have plenty to do, she used to say, when 
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I am dead. He had his own part of the house. Here he 
kept his collections of books on horses, on skating, cy- 
cling and sailing, his catalogues of coins and medals, 
arranged his many suits on wooden hangers in the ward- 
robes, put on the gramophone with a horn that shone 
like a trombone, hummed an accompaniment to Vial- 
tseva’s and Varya Panina’s singing, pottered with photo- 
graphy, developing negatives in the bathroom, and mas- 
saged his face to get rid of his pimples. 

That summer he was getting his half of the house done 
up, and Daria Antonovna went with him to Meshkov’s 
shop to choose the wallpaper. Merkuri Avdeyevich him- 
self set chairs for them and showed them his stock, hang- 
ing up the rolls of paper that were brought down from 
the shelves and unrolled by the shop assistant, as fast as 
he could. His customers were hard to please but that 
only made him all the keener—he knew the Shubnikovs'’ 
value, they had the righ{ to be exacting—and he preened 
himself on his salesman’s art as a peacock spreads its tail. 

‘Here's another thing, a sample of a stamped design 
suitable for a gentleman's study,” he said, admiring it. 
“If you were to combine it with that mat surface -panel 
in a darker tone, and have a narrow dado a lighter 
tone, it would look very dignified. You think it’s a shade 
‘too dark? Well, of course, we can find something that 
‘would lighten il up. But it’s always advisable to have a 
bit of variety in colours in rooms. Take this dasign—one 
of the latest things—a crushed satin effect. If the room 
is luxuriously furnished in say, the Moderne style.... 
‘What style are your furnishings in the drawing-room? 
Moderne?” | 

“Viennese bentwood,” Victor Semyonovich said. 

“Then this would go very well with it. Now look 
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at the effect if you frame a rich tone like this with a 
broad cornice dado.” 

“And what do you think about a plafond?” the cus- 
tomer asked. 

“I was just going to suggest if to you. Are you think- 
ing of decorating the mouldings? No? Then the plafond 
needs a frame. You get a fine contrast if you have a 
space of plain white ceiling divided from the wallpaper 
by a landscape plafond—like this. Or still better. ... Pe- 
tya, get down the plant ornament—all the numbers.” 

When the inspired show was at its height, when the 
customers’ heads were beginning to swim with the paper 
rainbows dancing before their eyes, Lisa came into the 
shop. She had been sent by her mother with some mes- 
sage for her father. He told her to wait while he attend- 
ed to the customers. She went up towards the cashdesk 
and unfolded the newspaper lying on the counter. She 
did not really take in what she read—a description of 
the questionable dealings of the owners of the fishing 
industries, the debates in the town hall, shipping news 
—all words were equally meaningless for: her. No mat- 
ter what they spoke of she read into them nothing but 
her own misery. Her hand was already turning the page 
before her gaze had detached itself from the end of it, 
and later turned back to what she had read as though 
it was something new. 

From the moment of her appearance there was a 
second person in the shop who was not thinking of 
what he was doing. The rolls of paper still rustled and 
unfurled, the assistant shifted his stepladder to reach 
down more paper from the shelves, Merkuri Avdeyevich 
admired his own powers as an orator, but for Victor 
Semyonovich panels, plafonds and dados had ceased to 
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exist: of all the conceivable varieties of paper he was 
attracted solely by the newspaper turned by a slim lei- 
surely hand on the counter. He got up so as to be able 
to see her better, and his answers to Merkuri Avdeyevich 
were all wrong. Twisting his moustache (which grew in 
little white curls al the corners of his lips, while under 
the nose the lip was still bare), pulling his jacket down 
and shifting his fect slightly, he waited patiently until 
Lisa raised her eyes, into which he had had time to look 
deeply while she was talking to her father, But she did 
not raise her eyes from the paper, and later, when Vic- 
tor Semyonovich recalled this unexpected meeting, he 
remarked that he was struck by the contrast between 
this specimen of charming girlhood that he saw in Lisa 
al once, and her unnatural interest in the masculine 
occupation of reading a newspaper. Could he have said 
so at the time, he would have wanted to know, of course, 
what she found so remarkable in the paper. And 
had she heard the question, she would very likely have 
said in amazement: “Bul was I rcading the paper?” If 
Lisa had been in the place of the eloquent Merkuri Av- 
devyevich, it would have sufficed for her to murmur: 
“Qh, that’s a nice wallpaper!” and Victor Semyonovich 
would have had all his rooms papered with the one she 
chose. But she did not even glance at the customers, and, 
bored with waiting, driffed out of sight somewhere at 
the other end of the counter. 

Victor Semyonovich was by nature very impatient. 
In his childhood his nurses had nicknamed him “Give- 
it-me-quick,” for if anything took his fancy it gave him 
no peace, he could nol sleep until his wish was grauted. 
The first words he lisped were nol “mamina” and “pa- 
pa” or “baba” but a demand to be let go. He kept push- 
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ing away the nurses and other children, and with his 
baby hands pushing ahead to wherever he wanted to go 
and lisped: “Let go, let go.” His aunt Daria Antonovna 
only nodded her head understandingly when he sud- 
denly lost interest in the re-papering of his rooms, when 
he grew melancholy and flashier than ever in his clothes, 
and disappeared for long intervals. The cat was out 
of the bag when he entrusted a certain Nastenka to ob- 
tain a photograph of Lisa Meshkova for him. Every- 
thing became as clear as daylight. 

Nastenka regarded herself as one of the family and 
turned up at rare intervals, staying tor a week or two, 
after an absence at other friends’ houses or a_ pilgrim- 
age to qg convent for prayer. She had a faculty for mak- 
ing herself pleasant—through her conversation, and 
through her sympathy, through her obliging ways, es- 
pecially if the service was no trouble to her. Her face 
had something reminiscent of a plum in it—glistening 
with satisfaction; and sheer joy of life gleamed in her 
vouthful black gaze, though she was regarded as a wom- 
an of austere character and piety, devoted to prayer 
and even to fasting, yet withal fonder than anyone of 
tasty things to cat. She had brought the art of taking, 
accepting and acknowledging gifts to such a_ point, of 
refinement that those who gave were invariably left: with 
the impression that if was she who had made the gift 
and they who had received it from her as from their 
benefactress. 

It required no particular effort on her part to obtain 
access to the photographer who had taken photographs 
of the girls who had finished school that spring. He re- 
ceived from Nastenka all possible assurances that 
the picture was needed for perfectly decorous pur- 
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poses, and was, actually, pleased by the success of his 
firm. | 

In this picture Lisa looked rather wistful, the oval 
of her face merged elusively into the slightly-fluffed, 
cloudy hair that framed it. Something pensive emanated 
not only from her gaze but pervaded the whole picture 
as one picked it up to look at it more closely. When 
Victor Semyonovich did so, he felt that all his former 
life had been no more than the backstairs to that frag- 
rant dwelling through the windows of which he had 
glanced timidly and which he longed to enter. He waxed 
sentimental, wept and fell into a lethargy for days 
on end, lounging on the couch, now demanding that his 
fortune should be told, now wanting prayers to be said 
for him, now clamouring for the doctor to cure his in- 
somnia, or the tailor to take his measure for a new suit. 

The sapper work was undertaken with great thorough- 
ness by Nastenka and Daria Antonovna; this necessar- 
ily evoked increasingly louder and more insistent men- 
tion of the Shubnikovs from the Meshkovs, until the 
digging of the deep sap ended in Merkuri Avdeyevich’s 
announcing one day that Daria Antonovna intended 
coming to tea. 

“Why on earth has she taken such a fancy to our 
tea?”’ Lisa asked, staring at her father queerly. | 

‘Well, we've been neighbours in trade for so many 
years, and the families don’t know each other,” Merkuri 
Avdeyevich replied. 

“Why—have things changed all of a sudden?” 

“Yes, one or two things have changed, my love, |! 
was in the bank yesterday, redeeming bills. I was stand- 
ing by the teller’s window, waiting. The manager hap- 
pened to pass by and as he saw me he stopped to speak. 
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‘Don’t trouble yourself waiting here, Mr. Meshkov,’ says 
he, ‘come straight into my office, please. I'll tell them 
what you require and everything will be done without 
delay!’ and he shakes hands with me. Well, you know, 
there was a time when the bank manager wouldn't have 
known that Meshkovy existed....” 

So it happened that one sultry August day after church, 
the Shubnikovs, accompanied by Nastenka, dropped in 
at the Meshkovs to sample their Sunday pie. 


* 92 =«* 


VICTOR SEMYONOVICH attired himself in a suit of coffee- 
and-cream colour, with a piqué waistcoat that buttoned 
high. From the lower pocket of the waistcoat hung a 
short black ribbon instead of a watch chain, with a thin 
gold charm in the form of an envelope with one corner 
turned down and glowing with a ruby. 

The weather was very close and his jacket was open. 
The trinket lay agains! the waistcoat, gliltering at every 
breath the wearer took. He was breathing hard and fast. 
He had made several attempts to open conversation, 
but Lisa kept silence. She liked it better when he stum- 
bled over every phrase, and broke off feebly, looking 
bewildered and even imploring. At last she took pity 
on him, 

“There’s something written on that charm of yours, 
isn't there?” 

“Yes,” he said, taking out his watch hastily. “It’s a 
souvenir. Please look at it if you want to.” 

She read the inscription, engraved with many flour- 
ishes: “To Victor Semyonovich Shubnikov with kindest 
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regards from his friends.” And on the other side: “Stick 
it, Vityusha, stick it!” 

“What does that refer to?” 

“It's a reminder of a race. Last winter, Driving.” 

“So it's a prize?” 

“Yes, it is in a way. From my pals. My horse came 
in first.” 

“And what does ‘stick it? mean?” 

“Oh, nothing much. Just the sort of expression com- 
Mon among amateurs who go in for this sort of thing.” 
“How long is it since you've taken up racing?” 

“T haven't really taken it up. I'm only an amateur.” 

Throwing the weight of her small agile body towards 
luisa as though hastening to the rescue, Nastenka said in 
one breath: 

“Vitenka rides a bicycle and skates as well.” 

“Oh, this is hardly the time to talk of skates,” Victor 
Semyonovich said apologetically. “This is the weather 
for yachting.’ 

“Vitenka’s a member of the yacht club,” Nastenka 
put in, “and his yacht—you should just see it! It's a gem.” 

She had to supplement the things the others could 
nol say in order to fill in the pauses, and bent now to the 
icft, now to the right, because she was prevented from 
sceing them all at once by the big china lamp in the mid- 
dle of the round table at which they were seated. 

If one did not count Victor Semyonovich, perhaps 
Valeria [vanovna suffered more than anyone else from 
the consciousness of her own dullness in conversation. 
Daria Antonovna, majestic and gracious in a purple 
gown, the gleaming folds of which could stand alone, 
rising monumentally from floor to knee and waist and 
enshrouding the whole armchair, seemed in herself a 
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copy of a memorial. Her talk, though it opened with the 
ccmmonest and most humdrum things, was conducted 
on a high note, with a certain trend towards public ser- 
vices or economics. This could only scare Valeria Iva- 
novna, whose conception of economics amounted to as- 
certaining whether goods had been plentiful or not at 
the bazaar, buf as to the why and wherefore of this 
plenty—who could ever understand it exactly! Of course, 
the supply did depend on certain pillars—those on 
which the rest of the world stood. It depended, for exam- 
ple, on the frosts, or on Holy Cross Day, or the first 
thaw, or the winter or spring Feasts of St. Nicholas. But 
all these things were too far removed from practical 
things. Daria Antonovna passed easily from the supply 
at the bazaar not only to the busy season in the field 
work but to country life in general and from thence to 
what she called the Peasant Question. 

“Although we’re townspeople by rights,” she observed, 
“we're dependent to a very great extent on the 
Peasant Question. Take our business, for insfance, tex- 
tiles: the peasant may not want to buy even the com- 
nmionest gingham, and then all of a sudden he’ll demand 
the best prints you've got in stock. Just now the country 
people are the best customers.” 

Discussions on this theme were within the scope of 
Merkuri Avdeyevich alone, but he could not permit 
himself to be drawn by their theoretic charms and talk 
freely, without watching his step. 

“Yes,” he ceplied, after a moment’s thought, “the 
village is looking up these days. Bul it isn't every trade 
can profit by it. Our paints and varnishes never were 
much in demand in former years, and they don't go 
well now.” 
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“Why, how’s that?” Nastenka put in. “You don't 
mean it, surely? When I go about I’m always surprised 
at all the houses going up in every street. And the bcau- 
ty of them! At the front staircase there are lifts worked 
by machinery to take you right to the top, you don't 
need to use your legs. Instead of floors there’s concrete 
parquet, more like a cathedral than an ordinary build- 
ing. The banks alone—you see them wherever you turn— 
bank after bank. There must be people who put their 
money in them. Buildings without end.” 

“Yes,” Daria Antonovna agreed, “whether a_build- 
ing is big or little, it can’t get on without you, Merkuri 
Avdeyevich. It'll fetch you customers for some- 
thing.” 

“Well, but that’s the town and we were talking about 
the country villages.” 

“Money's the same, Merkuri Avdeyevich, whether it’s 
town or country.” 

“Oh no, it isn’t, Daria Antonovna. The peasant looks 
at a kopeck ten times before he spends it.” 

‘‘No matter how often he looks at it, he has to have 
the window frames painted sometime and now and again 
paper the best room. And then a vodka shop may be 
opened, a rural school built, a church done up—and 
they all come to you, and to no one else.” 

“I don’t supply the rural board, so what interest have 
I in their schools?” Meshkov replied. “And as for the 
new churches, they have to deal wherever the diocesan 
administration tells them to deal. And as for the peasant, 
he’d sooner buy his wife an extra dress-length than lin- 
seed oil for painting the window frames. So it looks as 
though the village money box was shaken out oftener 
for you, Daria Antonovna, than for me.” 
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“M-m, I can see you're pretty tightfisted,” Daria 
Shubnikova’s sober and mocking eyes said. She had no- 
{iced as soon as she entered the room that the wallpaper 
was of the cheaper kind, the floors had not been stained 
for some time. “He grudges his own stuff on himself,” 
she said to herself. 

“I don't deny,” she said, her eyes on the ground, “that 
we do fairly good business. But your business is a 
profitable one, too, and you do a brisk trade, Merkuri 
Avdeyevich.” 

“The goods sel] well but the buyer wants a lot for 
his money.” 

“The better off they get, the more they expect, Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich. As you say yourse@f, the peasant is 
getting much more reliable nowadays.” 

The conversation demanded a nimble mind. Nasten- 
ka’s smiles were becoming far too knowing, as much as 
to say: it's easy to see that Merkuri Avdeyevich is an- 
xious to make himself out much poorer than he is, so as 
fo avoid promising anything big as his daughter’s mar- 
riage portion, while Daria Antonovna makes herself out 
richer than she is so as to let them feel that her young 
falcon is soaring over golden mountains. 

“Yes,” Merkuri Avdeyevich agreed, fidgeting on the 
chair, “the peasants have been taken down a peg and 
they've seen that you get more by hard work than by 
setting fire to gentlemen’s houses. What the folks need 
is a firm hand.” | 

“It's easier to manage the village than the town,” 
Daria Anlonovna said, continuing her own line. “The 
peasant can be frightened sooner than the townsfolk.” 

“That's true enough,” Merkuri Avdeyevich agreed 
cautiously. 
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“No matter where you turn in the town—there’s 
nothing but envy,” Daria Antonovna complained. 

“A wide field for envy,’ Merkuri Avdeyevich assented 
rather reluctantly. 

“And then... there is so much malice in people. You 
may live with a person, show decent fellow feeling for 
him, help him in his troubles and then....” 

Daria Antonovna paused and leaned closer’ to 
Meshkov. 

“And then you find you've been warming 2 viper in 
your bosém, so to speak....” 

“Who do you mean by a viper?” Meshkov demanded 
mistrustfully. 

“Well, take that unpleasantness you had, for instance. 
I felt so sorry for you, Merkuri Avdeyevich, | declare 
I couldn't sleep the whole night for thinking of it. Just 
imagine, I said to myself, here’s a god-fearing man, re- 
spected by everyone, with a daughter at home of mar- 
riageable age—and that such a thing should happen— 
oh, it’s terrible!” 

“You're thinking of... what exactly?” Meshkov be- 
‘gan, determined to flatly deny any vague hints, but 
with growing anxiety. 

“I’m talking about your underground political work- 
cr,” she rejoined with apparent simplicity. 

She made a gesture of heartfelt sympathy, spreading 
out her palms towards Meshkov and sitting with her head 
a little on ‘one side, motionless, as though posing for 
a picture of deeply-moved sympathy. Nastenka was alert, 
gathered into a ball with impatience, her face ready to 
assume any, grimace or expression, according to what 
she might hear. Lisa and her mother and Victor Semyon- 
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ovich watched Merkuri Avdeyevich closely and with 
something like dread. 

His fave darkened with the rush of blood to the head 
and for a few seconds he neither moved nor even blinked. 
Then he smoothed the moustache from his lips with 
his thumb and spread his beard, which gave him a more 
reasonable and somehow more holiday look at once. 

“My underground political worker?” he repeated with 
emphasis, lowering his voice. “I’ve never had any under- 
ground’ workers here—it’s unthinkable!” 

‘Well—the one who was caught in your house,” Da- 
ria Antonovna explained, wilh a still wider gesture. 

“The Lord has preserved my house from people who 
had to be caught. What are you thinking of?” 

“Oh, -it was in your grounds, anyway—all the town 
is talking about it.” 

“There’s always plenty of gossip going about. The wile 
of some agitator or other was arrested in a neighbouring 
house. Am I supposed to be answerable for her?” 

“Who’s wanting you to be answerable for her, Mer- 
kuri Avdeyevich? I'm only saying—how very unpleasant 
it must have been for you.” 

“But why should it be unpleasant if it doesn’t concern 
me?” said Meshkoy with dignity—he had already got a 
foothold and was feeling his way out. 

“Well, it must be unpleasant to have people talking 
about you, I should think.” - 

“But you, as a good friend of mine, and since today, 
of my whole unblemished family—you, Daria Antonov- 
na, shouldn’t repeat what's been said to you; you should 
pul down once and for all the rumours that are going 
about.” 

‘“‘Whatever do you mean, Merkuri Avdeyevich?” Daria 
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Antonovna exclaimed, suddenly taking a command- 
ing tone and briskly smoothing the folds of her rustling 
gown. “As though I would allow anyone to so much as 
hint at anything suspicious or cast aspersions on you! I 
only think how worried and upset you must have been 
when they came for that mischief-maker’s wife.” 

“Why should I worry when I had nothing on my 
conscience | need be ashamed of before either God or 
my neighbours?” 

‘Oh, if you were alone, it would be quite a different 
thing. But you have a daughter. Her mother’s heart, I’m 
sure, was aching for fear that Lisanka might have 
come into contact with dangerous persons.” 

“Ah, don’t let’s think about it! Valeria Ivanovna 
cried from the depths of her heart. 

“Why should my daughter have come into contact 
with dangerous persons?” Meshkov demanded, his brows 
knitted in a threatening frown. 

“But you yourself say, Merkuri Avdeyevich, that the 
rebel's wife was arrested in your yard,” Daria Shubni- 
kova said again in the tone of an innocent inquiry. 

“Well, and supposing it did happen in my yard,” he 
retorted angrily, “my daughter doesn’t live in the yard, 
thank God, but at home and moreover with her mother 
and father, Daria Antonovna.” 

“Allow me to tell you how it all came about,” Victor 
Semyonovich burst out all at once in alarm, evidently 
anxious to make things agreeable and having collected 
by now, during the silence which had tormented him, 
sufficient determination. “My aunt was most upset when 
she heard that this underground business had been dis- 
covered in your yard. I mean to say, in that sense, as you 
put it, Merkuri Avdeyevich, she wanted to put an end 
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to these rumours once and for all. And she said: ‘Hold 
your tongue.... If,’ she says, ‘you don’t know for certain, 
then better not let your tongue wag....’ I mean to say 
it was I who told her about this. And to tell the truth I 
had only heard talk. It was just that our shopmen were 
talking and gabbing, saying that some revolutionary had 
been found hiding at the Meshkovs’ and that he was 
mixed up in some big case... well, you know what they 
call it nowadays—distinguished himself in 1905, I mean 
to say, these aren't my words: what kind of distinction 
could you have if you were a rebel? And so he was run 
in. And that was all. What could Lisa have to do with 
this? (He turned towards her). If you could only have 
been—excuse me for mentioning it—suspected, it could 
only have been for being associated ... well, I mean you’re 
supposed to have been associated with young people. 
But in that case anyone... I mean I could be suspected 
myself.” (He made a movement intended to show that 
if it was necessary he was ready to take, nobly, any guilt 
upon himself if only he could by this means relieve 
Lisa of it). 

“What are you talking about, Vitenka!” Nastenka 
broke in, deploying her forces instantly, “Anybody might 
think that the talk, as you call it, included Lisanka.” 

“Nothing of the kind!” Victor Semyonovich protested, 
bouncing up again. 

"No, of course, there could be nothing of the kind,” 
Nastenka chanted with a penetrating glance. at Lisa who 
turned away abruptly. “As if it would enter anyone’s 
head to associate a character as pure as an angel’s with 
earthly troubles? Vitenka happened to be talking to his 
aunt while I was there—you remember, Daria Antonov- 
na, if was when you were giving me coffee in your 
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rooms? And Vitenka had hardly lime to so much as 
mention these rumours about the underground rebel 
when Daria Antonovna said: ‘That'll do!’ ” 

“fT only mentioned the matter now so as to hear the 
denial from your own lips, Merkuri Avdeyevich,” Daria 
Antonovna added in an aggrieved tone, 

“Well,” he said quietly, “I’m telling you the facts.” 

“That's the thing—everything’s cleared up that way,’ 
Nastenka swept on irresistibly. “At the same time Viten- 
ka told us that some boys from the High Schoo} and 
Technical School had been arrested and that even in the 
Theological Seminary some had been found who had 
distribuled arvowund the town leaflets against the tsarist 
government. To cut a long story short, all those mis- 
chievous young people. Daria Antonovna crossed herself 
then and said: ‘Thank the Lord, Vitenka, you’re not 
that kind. But for goodness’ sake,’ she says, ‘be careful 
and see there isn't anyone among your friends who 
has anything to do with those arrested boys.’ That 
was the sum and substance of the whole conversation, 
Merkuri Avdeyevich, No gossip about you was encour- 
aged at all, and Lisa’s name was never so much as men- 
tioned.” 

Her chatter broke off suddenly. Her glance, hovering 
hither and thither, rested tenderly on Lisa, as, in a to- 
tally different, confidential and insinuating voice, she went 
on, conning a well-learned lesson: 

“T don’t want to sin my soul; the magic name was 
mentioned, of course, only in a quite, quite different con- 
nection. But let anyone else who likes tell her about it, 
I won't!” 

Victor Semyonovich rocked, as though seeking the 
equilibrium he had suddenly lost, and was about to say 
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something, when at that moment Valeria Ivanovna 
moved up quickly to Lisa and asked in a whisper that 
everyone could hear: 

“Are you feeling faint?” 

Lisa was very pale. She strove with all her might to 
preserve the immobility that she had bound herself with, 
then suddenly overcame the strain and rose with relief. 

“Perhaps you'll invite the visitors to the table, Mam- 
ma?” she said. 

“Yes, do, Valeria Ivanovna,” Merkuri Avdeyevich 
agreed, pulling himself together, and his sigh was the sig- 
nal for mutual exchange of courtesies. With bows and 
thanks they all rose and moved towards the table. 

But by this lime neither the titillating fragrance of 
hot pies and cakes, nor the aroma of Jams, nor the mir- 
ror-like brilliance of the samovar, which reflected starrily 
the glitter of knives and forks, could disperse the stiffness 
and depression of the conversation; if began with Valeri: 
Ivanovna’s urgings to “Do try some of this please,” 
and ended with Nastenka’s praises, such as ““What a 
splendid cook you are!” or Daria Antonovna’s “I! don't 
remember ever tasting such short crust as this puff pas- 
try.” Victor Semyonovich clinked glasses of Nezhin row- 
an-flavoured vodka with Merkuri Avdeyevich, and em- 
holdened, tried to ascertain from Lisa if she would care 
to drink from the life-giving source, but encountered 
such a glance that his shyness returned with redoubled 
force. 

He kept silence throughout the lunch, except to 
squeeze out an occasional “thank you,’ and when he got 
up from the table, shuffled, kept making way for every- 
one and recoiling with apologetic delicacy and a frozen 
smile. Lisa could not repress a giggle. Then he was over: 
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ecme with confusion, turned, knocked against the round 
table on which the lamp stood, tried to rescue it, but 
instead pressed harder against the table and overturned 
the lamp. The globular glass shade slid down onto the 
carpet and, with a sound like a sigh, split in two as 
cleanly as a watermelon. 

Victor Semyonovich pressed his hand to his fevered 
brow. Some word or other, perhaps it was “I'll pay for 
it,” or “I’ll mend it,’ nearly escaped his lips, but stuck 
inarticulately in his throat; all he could do was scrape 
his feet and bow stiffly like a puppet to Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich and Valeria Ivanovna in turn. He did not dare to 
turn his head towards Lisa. 

‘“That’s a good omen, it means good luck!” Nastenka 
cried ecstatically, rushing to pick up the pieces, while 
the host and hostess were murmuring something, 
laughing over it and trying to set the unfortunate man at 
his ease, 

Daria Antonovna took Lisa by the hand and said, 
without a trace of embarrassment, even with a touch of 
real condescension: 

“You might think, my dear, that Vitenka behaves 
like a bull in a china shop, but it’s only because you 
made him feel shy.” 

‘‘He’s anything but awkward, anything but awkward 
as a rule!” cried Nastenka, who, having glanced around 
at all of them, was ready to smooth everything over and 
console everyone. 

The accident unexpectedly refreshed the company 
(with the exception of Victor Semyonovich) as a pun 
may enliven a bored party, so the farewells were very 
cordial. . 

But no sooner were the Meshkovs left to themselves 
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than a dismal gloom descended upon them. Lisa went 
over to the window, feeling her father’s and mother's ex- 
pectant gaze fixed on her back. The empty cups on the 
table, the petrified philodendron in its pot, the disar- 
ranged furniture, the broken lamp shade on the tablecloth 
—seemed awaiting the inevitable conclusion of all that 
had taken place. 

And Lisa, clasping her hands tightly at her breast, 
turned slowly towards her mother. 

“Did they come here to view the bride, Mamma?” 

Valeria Ivanovna drew her handkerchief out of her 
sleeve. Merkuri Avdeyevich demanded in a challenging 
tone: 

“And what if they did—what’s wrong with that? 
We didn’t invent these things. Our fathers before us 
kept to the custom. And the church doesn't look with 
disfavour on it. Are we heathens or what?” 

“I was simply asking.” 

“No, you weren't simply asking. You were asking 
defiantly. It's not for you to be defiant, I can tell you. 
You've heard the talk that’s going about the town?” 

“The talk?” 

“Yes, the talk about you and—associating you with 
these underground rebels.” 

“Papa!” 

“You may well say Papa! What were the Shubnikovs 
quizzing us about, do you think? Did you imagine we 
were the only people who knew you went about with a 
young man who has been put behind prison bars? You 
have to be saved now, before it is too late—saved! Do 
~you understand me?” 

“Yes, [ understand you,” Lisa replied. “I'm beginning 
fo understand, anyway.” 
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“You’ve forgotten how you should speak to your fa- 
ther, I suppose? You're educated now, are you? And what 
has your education brought you to? When I was asked 
at Gendarmerie Headquarters: ‘Tell us what is your 
daughter interested in??*What could I say? That vou 
were interested in rebels. You and your mother—you're 
like two moles, you don’t understand a thing. And what 
if they come some night and grab you? What then?” 

“What would they do that for?” Valeria Ivanovna 
exclaimed in alarm. 

“You went to theatres with Kirill, didn’t you? So 
there you are! They won't go into the why and the where- 
fore of the thing. You're in danger of your very life and 
I'm telling you Lisa has to be saved somehow.” 

“And you intend Shubnikov to be my saviour, is that 
il?” Lisa asked, trying to grasp the idea. 

Then Meshkov shouted: 

“Tll take it upon myself whos lo be your saviour!” 

He marched up and down the room with his hands 
ehind his back, doing a fancy step or two at the turn- 
ing. This heralded one of the sermons which were the 
pillars of family life; Meshkov, thank God, was still at 
the helm! 

“Only your obedience, nothing else, can save you 
now. How have I brought you up? In implicit obedience. 
If you had ever had words with your father, you’d have 
seen nothing but unhappiness in your life. And what is 
obedience? How does the church understand obedience? 
One of the holy fathers who wanted to test a novice or- 
dered him to plant a stake in the ground on a high moun- 
tain and to water it every day, bringing the water from: 
the foot of the mountain. The novice did as he was bid- 
den, obeying the father’s orders implicitly and with’ such 
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humility that it never occurred to him that watering a 
stake was a senseless thing. And inasmuch as he did this 
in all humility he had his reward: after five years of 
patient watering the stake took root and put out shoots.... 
It goes without saying that this was obedience of the 
monastic kind and it’s not what I require of you. But I 
have the right to expect a daughter's obedience from 
vou; you've never denied me this and | value you for il. 
You've always known thal everything was done for your 
benefit. Do you think that a chance like the Shubnikovs 
is likely to come again? Never. You should have heard 
what they fold me at the bank about Daria Antonovna. 
Why!—I could never even dream of credit like hers! And 
she has but the one heir. Would I be likely to put you 
into bad hands? You’re my own daughter. I think of 
vour happiness day and night....” 

Suddenly, without hearing him to the end, Lisa 
{urned and Ieft the room, There was something in her 
abrupt departure that not only interrupted Merkuri Av- 
deyevich’s endless flow of words but prevented him from 
trying to delay her by word or gesture. 

She went downstairs and out into the street. It was a 
day of languorous clearness, the heat had not yet reached 
its zenith, but all life was stilled, wrapped in the 
breath of the red-hot earth. On days like this a moment 
comes when time seems to pause, wailing for some 
sharp, saving change, one expects that now, just now, a 
sudden shriek, a shout, an explosion, might carry from 
somewhere, awakening stifled and almost immolated 
nature. 

The whitewashed schoolhouse was pasted like a patch 
of lime against the green-tinged sky and the poplars 
looked like black planed-down props. The soil, hard and 
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seamed with cracks, rang responsively under the heel. 
Lisa did not hasten her steps, but neither did she dawdle 
—hesitation was a thing of the past. 

For the first time she found herself before the dour 
that barred her from the world where she had spent in 
thought some of the best moments of her dreams. And 
she paused before that single-panelled door, with the 
nailheads, the scrolls: of the heavy hinges, the ponderous, 
rusty latch. Here, in the dim brick-floored passage the 
heat abated, and the thin breath of coolness brought a 
sudden poignant remembrance of the frowning austerity 
of old buildings, where the stones were silent witnesses 
of men's destinics; she fancied for a moment that 
she was standing not before a door but a gate, and 
if she entered it, the past would retreat from her for- 
ever. 

For a long time she stood without moving. Then she 
lifted the latch cautiously. The door was opened to her 
by Annochka. 

“How did you come here?” 

“Oh, I come here regularly to tidy up for Vera Nikan- 
drovna,” Annochka replied, smoothing down her dress. 
“Have you come to see her?” 

“Is she at home?” 

“Yes, come along, I'll take you in to see her.” 

Vera Nikandrovna came out to meet Lisa on the 
threshold of Kirill’s room. They stood silent, trying to 
read each other's thoughts. Very different in outward 
appearance—in their general build and height, in their 
complexions and hair, in their slightest feature, they were 
apparently seeking in each other some _ significant, 
intimate resemblance, and the passionate desire to find it 
illuminated them with an identical feeling of anguish. 


EARLY JOYS 249 


Putting out her suddenly weakened arms, Lisa darted 
towards the woman, crying: 

“How is Kirill?” and would have fallen if Vera Ni- 
kandrovna had not caught her in her arms. 

With their arms twined about each other, they went 
over to the bed and sank down heavily upon it. Lisa's 
face was distorted with pain as her head drooped and 
rested upon the older woman's lap. Softly at first, then 
more frequently and violently, her shoulders and her 
body hegan to shake with sobs. | 

Vera Nikandrovna stroked her tossed hair, her back 
and the hands wet wilh tears, and sat rocking herself 
to and fro with closed eyes. 

When the sobbing had subsided, she raised Lisa, set 
her a little away from her and dried her face with her 
handkerchief. Clasping the girl to her breast, she made 
her rise to her feet. 

“Come,” she said in a low voice. “Come at once.” 
Then for a second she paused and looked sternly into 
Lisa’s eyes. 

‘You knew?” she asked in a low voice. 

“Knew what?” 

“That Kirill had the leaflets.” 

“He never said a word to me about it.” 

“That's what I thought,” Vera Nikandrovna said 
quickly. 

She took Lisa firmly by the arm and led her from the 
house. And Lisa walked in step with her, submissive to 
her calm and convincing power. 

Annochka poked her head out of the door and 
watched them steadily with her wide-eyed, luminous 
gaze. 
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KIRILLS count of time begair with the moment that an 
unnoticeable wicket gate opened in the big green gates 
of the jail. It was the changing of the guard—at four 
in the morning-—and there was a slight delay at the 
sentry post while the outgoing guard handed — over 
the keys to the new watch and talked about some cart 
or other. 

A lonely black poplar grew near the post. Its lower 
houghs were richly leafy, ils upper boughs, broken by 
the wind, were withered and sparrows hopped about on 
them, fussily polishing their beaks and chirrupping nois- 
Hy about the urgent alfairs of the morning. The sun 
had just risen above the flattened roof of the jail and 
it was growing warmer. The yard was bare, the earth 
worn smooth by boot soles and cartwheels, and only at 
the foot of the wall was its arid baldness touched with a 
faint green. 

Kirill was Jed across the ground, hardened by the foot- 
steps of the years, to an inner yard, where the fading 
breath of cool morning was mingled with the stench of a 
cesspool. Some prisoners wearing short thick jackets and 
round army cloth caps, were busy about carts loaded 
with barrels. Kirill noticed that the man nearest him wore 
fetters: from a metal belt a chain hung down between 
his legs, forked at the knees and ended in iron anklets. 
The man was rubbing the horse’s withers, and the animal 
jerked its head—it had a large pink patch on the nose— 
and the clink of the bridle echoed the duller sound of 
the iron fetters. 

Kirill slackened his pace but his escort urged him on 
with a shove on the shoulder and said in the deep muffled 
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voice of a carter: “Get along! Don’t go to sleep.” The 
boy turned and noticed the wall past which he was 
being led: it was about four times the height of a man 
and through its plaster big old bricks, red in the sun, 
showed like sores. He suddenly remembered the blind 
wall very similar to it in the settings for the third act 
of the play he had seen at the theatre, and then the 
whole play came back to him, and Lisa, and how she 
had taken offence on Tsvetukhin’s behalf and run away, 
erying for some reason or other “Forgive us!” 

It was hard to understand why she had asked par- 
don: he had merely expressed his opinion, nothing more, 
to Tsvetukhin. The queer, incredible thing was that he 
had jyst seen a wall like this in the play and now it had 
followed him into the prison yard and he was no longer 
«a member of the audience but a character. Still more ex- 
traordinary was the fact that only four hours had passed 
(actually, a few minutes) since the end of the play, and 
so many things had happened in that time, and they had 
evoked such a rapid sequence, such a tide of feelings, 
that Kirill and Lisa seemed to have been in the theatre 
a long, long time ago, in an altogether different life, 
already screened by the veil of the past. 

He began his count of time from those four hours, 
and marked it at first by the number of separate nights 
and days, then the number of whole days, then of 
weeks. The higher the count became, the more alert he 
grew, listening to the advance of time, and how some- 
times it paused in the ‘slightest fractions, and {hus he 
learned to calculate the time of day or night as exactly 
as though he heard the chiming of the clock. 

The first chime was the distant thud of horses’ hoofs 
on a highway deep in soft dust. The thudding filtered 
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in through the tiny half-open barred window and the 
funnel-shaped iron shield that covered it outside. All 
sounds from outside filtered through this black, rusty 
funnel] that hid the light of day, and so were muffled. 
Nevertheless, as time dragged on, Kirill distinguished them 
in increasing number and soon understood which way 
the windows were facing. He learned to dislinguish the 
winds, their direction and force, by sounds. The west 
wind bore to his ears the measured sigh of the earth un- 
der the tread of platoons of soldiers, the north—the sing- 
ing and humming of transmission belts in factories. The 
harbinger of the torrid south wafted to his ears the bells 
of the trams and sometimes the panicky tooting of a 
cyclist’s horn, Hearing replaced sight, as in the case of 
the blind. He saw with his ears: the barracks were op- 
posite his window, on the right stretched the buildings 
of the tobacco factory, to the left the new university 
was being built. Outside the small window, beneath the 
black funnel, lay the dusty square where he had once 
gone around the booths of the fairground with his fa- 
ther, and the last time—with Lisa. They had eaten ice 
cream with bone spoons, and, standing in the thick of 
the holiday crowd, had looked up at the prison, at the 
windows hidden from the light of day by black funnels, 
and had spoken of that far-off day when there would be 
no more prisons. From time to time birds flew past the 
window. They were mostly flocks of sparrows. The rapid 
beat and flutter of their wings made his own heart beat 
faster. He remembered the sparrows he had seen on 
the black poplar that first morning. Sometimes he rec- 
ognized a pigeon hy the strong swish of the wings. 

At night the sounds from the free world outside died 
down and the prison sounds grew louder. Prison. sounds 
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were footsteps in the corridor and wall conversations. 
Lying on his cot, Kiril] heard his neighbour tapping on 
the wall; he understood nothing, only knew that some- 
one was trying to send a message to him. His own an- 
swers imade no sense. Then after a while he guessed that 
his neighbour was teaching him to talk, but he could 
not understand how it should be done. It was a big day 
for him, a holiday, when he suddenly realized that this 
was the alphabet that they were teaching him. He had to 
pretend to be asleep, and, afraid to stir, he almost cried 
with joy. The next night he mastered the division of the 
alphabet into sets of letters, the cunning pauses, frequent 
and infrequent taps, the science of the captives who lived 
by hearing alone. Hardly had the steps in the corridor 
receded than, with the blanket pulled well over his head, 
he began his tapping. From that hour he was no longer 
alone in his stone casket—he could talk to someone. And 
the first thing that he said was: “I understand!” 

In the daytime he paced up and down, describing 
a figure eight—turning the right shoulder at one corner 
and the left at the other. The cell was five paces on the 
diagonal, and he counted up to hundreds and thousands 
of paces. Then he made interruptions—long and short— 
in his pacing. He did exercises several times a day, for 
he had made up his mind to look after himself and keep 
fit like a piece of well-tended machinery. While he told 
the rosary of those paces, he trained his memory to go 
over all that he had ever learned. He taught himself to 
draw plans in imagination, demonstrate formulae in 
physics in his head, prove theorems and draw maps of 
travel-routes. 

About eight years earlier, when only a small boy, he 
had seen the first film at his school. The apparatus had 
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crackled on a tripod in the middle of the classroom, cast- 
ing a ray of gaslight on the screen. The gas came from 
a balloon which lay under an eighty-pound weight. One 
picture was called a “comic’: a workman was painting 
a park bench, then he put a notice on it: “Wet paint” 
and went away. A fat man reading a paper strolled into 
the park and sat down on the bench, engrossed in an 
interesting article he was reading. The audience rocked 
with laughter when the fat man got up again, still read- 
ing, and they saw his back striped with paint. But this 
was only the beginning of the fun. Another picture 
showed a swimming contest: the swimmers dived from a 
hoard at an immense height. The splashing and waves 
were exactly as in real life, and the swimmers swam, 
vasping and blowing. Then the film was shown the other 
way about—from end to beginning. And the audience 
saw a most extraordinary thing: people bounced out of 
the water and flew into the air feet foremost, ran along 
the jumping-off place backward—everything was the 
other way round. And the laughter seemed to shake even 
the heavy water-splashed screen. 

Kirill called to mind this gay picture show, for he 
was recalling his whole life and in particular trying to 
remember the most amusing bits of it. He was surprised 
to find how very few amusing passages there had been 
im his life and how very little he had enjoyed himself. 
Had a gloomy youth been his lot? He did not want to 
admit that. He was sure he had had a great deal of pleas- 
ure and entertainment, and that boredom was out of fhe 
question. True, he was more attracted by serious things, 
and did not notice the amusing so much. But in the se- 
rious he sensed a joy like the vivid tremor of dappled 
sunlight in the woods. 
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Reviewing the past, Kirill saw himself at the prison 
gates and from there retraced his steps, unwinding the 
film of memory backwards, Its course he lcarned more 
cxactly than the sounds of the prison, than the cell, than 
the fingernails that had to be trimmed down with the 
teeth, for there was no means of cutting them. His mind 
was made up on one score as firmly as the sheet anchor 
is fixed at the shore; Ragozin was a stranger to him and 
therefore he knew nothing that could have even the re- 
motest connection with that name. He had sworn to 
himself to believe nothing and to deny everything. 

At the first very brief interrogation which took place 
in the cell soon after his arrest and was more like the 
sort of talk that takes place during the regular rounds of 
the prison, Kirill repeated what he had said during the 
search: that he had found the leaflets in the street 
where they had been lying in » wad, all together, and 
he had slipped them into the book, in which they had 
heen discovered. Had he read them?—he was asked. Yes, 
he had. Why had he not destroyed them? He had thought 
of burning them when the stove was heated but it 
was summertime, and so they did not heat it, and he had 
heen in no parlicular hurry, as he did not think them of 
any great importance. But they spoke insultingly of the 
person of His Imperial Majesty—he must have under- 
stood that? Yes, he had understood that, but he thought 
they were old leaflets such, as he had heard, were dis- 
tributed in great numbers in 1905, and perhaps someone 
might have lost them, That was all. The interrogation 
was conducted by a gendarme officer, who announced, 
on entering the cell, that he was Lieutenant-Colonel Po- 
lotentsev, and that he was conducting the investigation, 
adding that if Kirill should have any complaints to make, 
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he should address them to the Assistant Prosecutor, in- 
dicating with a glance his companion, who kept a for- 
bidding silence all the time. Following the interrogation 
he informed Kirill that he was permitted to go to the 
steam baths regularly and receive clean linen from home 
and that if he wished for something to read he could 
have the New Testament. 

Time after time Kirill went over, very carefully, every 
word the gendarme had said, considering every slightest 
shade of meaning in the questions and convincing him- 
self that if he held fast to his anchor of denial the secret 
could not be discovered. He waited, with growing impa- 
tience, for the next interrogation which he fancied must 
decide the whole thing. But the weeks dragged by, and no 
one came to his cell except the guard, who, dully and 
silently, brought his bread, boiled water and thin broth. 

If, with the pale beam of light that filtered through 
the tiny window, its vital force broken by the iron fun- 
nel, a human gaze could have penetrated into the cell, 
it would have lighted upon a boy with a thin neck, ex- 
posed by the wide crumpled neckband of the shirt. The 
boy wore no belt, his shoulders looked angular. With 
measured, even tread like an animal’s, he moved from 
corner to corner of his cage or, standing in the middle 
of the floor, stretched his arms above his head in reg- 
ular movements that, because of his emaciation, were 
robbed of any elasticity. His hair had grown long and 
was much darker, framing his forehead in straight lines, 
and his brows rose over the bridge of the nose, as though 
expressing by their arch his continual surprise, His face. 
was the colour of raw potato; the freckles had faded, 
leaving no trace, his cheeks looked flabby. The yellow 
tinge in the eyes had grown deeper, but they had not, 
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warmed, they had the dry smoulder of embers. Kirill 
himself noticed one thing, that his lips were uncomfort- 
ably parched and scaly; that, and his thinness, it was a 
job to keep his clothes from falling off him these days. 

At last the interrogation took place. It was the seven- 
ty-first day of his imprisonment. 

He was led through the yard to the unimpressive of- 
fice of the prison chief, The dazzling light started a roar- 
ing in his ears and though he only had to go straight 
across, he involuntarily kept swerving either to the right 
or the left. 

Then he was left alone in a little room with barred 
door and window, facing Polotentsev, who looked at him 
with stern sympathy. 

“Well, now, young Izvekov. Your casc is being cleared. 
Your mother is interceding with the Prosecutor for 
leniency towards you during detention—on account of 
your health. You certainly look far from healthy. You 
understand what leniency in the manner of detention 
means, don't you? You don’t? There you aré—you don't 
even understand ordinary things like this. And you were 
intending to shake the realm or something of the sort, 
weren't you? Well, let’s see now, if there’s medical 
evidence of your ill-health.... Did anything ail you 
formerly?” 

“No.” 

“Your mother says that you suffered from scrofula.” 

“Perhaps [ did, in childhood,’ Kirill said. 

“Ah, yes, in childhood. Not so long ago, either, I should 
think.... Humph. It can’t be so very long ago, I’m 
saying. Your eyes look as though they ailed you at some 
time and your mother confirms it. That’s true, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, I had something wrong with my eyes once.” 
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“Zine poisoning, wasn’t it?” 

“That was a mistaken diagnosis.” 

“Ah, a mistaken diagnosis! Still, you underwent some 
treatment for them. And it helped. So it can hardly 
have been such a crude mistake on the doctor’s part, 
can it?” 

Kirill said nothing. He was separated from Poloten- 
{sev by a narrow table. A cheap marble writing set stood 
on it and there were some finely-sharpened pencils in a 
bronze holder, Kirill took out one of varicoloured wood 
—it was long since he had had the pleasure of feeling this 
simple everyday thing in his fingers. 

‘And then you yourself explained to the doctor that 
you had been making some zinc parts, I believe. Some- 
thing like that is mentioned in the medical report. You 
don’t happen to remember what kind of parts they were? 
They wouldn’t be type by any chance.” 

“What has that to do with it?” Kirill asked with a 
faint smile. 

“T’m very ignorant of technical things,” the Lieuten- 
ant-Colonel was smiling, too. ““So you hold all the trumps. 
That's why I’m asking you—-what did you mean by the 
zinc parts you mentioned to the doctor?” 

“T don’t remember. It was a long time ago.” 

“In your childhood, eh? The time you and your com- 
rades used to play with your toys. Do you remember 
you had a school friend in your class—Ruderbach? You 
couldn't tell me, I suppose, the kind of toys the two of 
you used to play with?” 

Kirill twirled and twisted the pencil in his fingers, 
never taking his eyes from the gleaming rainbow of its 
polished surface. 

“All right, I can tell you the things you and your 
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comrade Ruderbach used to amuse yourselves with,” the 
Lieutenant-Colonel went on with an air of exasperated 
dignity. “You used to go to the printing works that be- 
longed to his father and he taught you the compositor’s 
work on the quiet. We know everything. Ruderbach has 
been arrested and confessed the whole thing. There is 
no point in denying it any longer. It will only be the 
worse for you. What did you need to learn typesetting 
for?” 

Kiril] gave a shrug, 

“Once in our class we decided to print our essays and 
at first we thought of hectographing them and then Ru- 
derbach said that if we did the compositor’s job  our- 
selves, we could print them there. But it did not come 
off.” 

“And what did come off?” Polotentsev demanded 
unhurriedly. 

He settled his pince-nez, as though taking a better 
aim at Kirill and untied, as daintily as a woman might, 
the bow of the tape on the cardboard folder. He threw 
back the leaf and flicked open with his nail the light 
card flaps. 

“This was what actually came off, wasn’t it?” 

Picking out a few of the leaflets found during the 
search at Kirill’s, he shoved them towards the boy. 

‘Recognize this?” 

“Tt’s one of those that I found in the street,” Kiriil 
remarked, skimming the text. 

“As to where you found them, that’s another question. 
For the present we find that on your evidence you 
learned printing in Ruderbach’s printing shop.” 

“I didn’t learn it.” 

“On the basis of the facts and your admission it is 
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established that in working at the press, you infected 
your eyes with zinc dust, through inexperience.” 

‘“{ never said so.” 

“It only remains to answer the question,” Poloteatsev 
continued inexorably, “of how you came to infect your 
eyes more than a year after you had learned the busi- 
ness. It appears that you must have had something to do 
with other type than Ruderbach’s. And this is proved 
beyond a doubt in the following manner.” 

Hereupon Polotentsev laid neatly at the side of the 
leaflets the impression of a page from the press. 

“Compare this type with the printing on the leaflets.” 

“Bul I’m not an expert,” Kirill said, “and besides it 
doesn't concern me.” 

“Oh, I quite agree. But you’re not being asked to 
give an expert opinion. The experts have already estab- 
lished that these leaflets were printed in the very same 
press from which the impression was taken. And the 
Impression was made....” 

Unhurriedly, Polotentsev laid the leafleis away again 
in the folder, tied the tape daintily in a bow, and once 
more straightened his glasses, focussing them on Kirill. 

‘The impression was made in Ragozin’s secret print- 
ing press. he said very quietly. 

Kirill dropped the pencil and stooped to pick it up. It 
rolled under the table. Polotentsev waited patiently, 
watching as Kirill, on one knee, groped under the table, 
then got up, and, taking his place at the desk again, put 
back the pencil point downwards in the holder and 
thrust his hands into his pockets. 

“Answer me,” Polotentsev said in the same quiet 
voice, after a pause. “What originals did you print the 
leaflets from in Ragozin’s press?” 
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“I don't understand your questions,” Kirill said, “I’ve 
never printed anything and | don’t know how. And I 
haven't the least idea who Ragozin is.” ; 

Polotentsev looked him straight in the eye. Then he 
reached out slowly across the desk and picked out of the 
holder the pencil Kirill had been twirling in his fingers 
two or three minutes before this The lead was broken. 

“The pencil poin! broke, did it?” Polotentsev asked, 
his eyes narrowing as he watched Kirill. 

“Excuse me, | dropped it and I’m afraid it broke.” 

“Show me your hand!” the man shouted suddenly. 

Kirill drew his hand out of his pocket. 

“No, the other hand! You picked up the pencil with 
your right!’ Polotentsev sprang up from his place and 
ran around the desk. Grabbing Kirill’s hand and jerking 
if {owards him, he looked closely at the fingers. The fore- 
finger and the thumb were smudged with the gleaming 
black lead crumbs. 

“You broke off the point and hid it in your pocket. 
Give it here! Or else I'll make them tan the hide off you, 
boy! Get up! Get up!" Polotentsey shouted. “Turn oul 
your pockets, quick now!” 

He himself thrust his five fingers into Kirill’s pockets, 
turned them inside out and shook them, slapping his 
thighs as viciously as he could. The perspiration started 
out of his shaven head, his glasses slipped. As though 
he had found relief after protracied constraint his whole 
body twitched while he gave vent to explosive orders. 

“You thought you'd send word to someone outside, 
did you? You thought you'd get the better of us, eh? 
There's no getting the better of jailt Jail’s broken bigger 
men than you milksops! Thinks he’s a giant, does he? 
The impudence of a little runt like you! You haven't 
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had a good hiding often enough, that’s what's wrong 
with you. Well, you'll get plenty here. You'll sing out. 
They'll make you dance!” 

Kirill stood without moving, biting his white lower 
lip. His head was a little on one side, as if he was listen- 
ing to some scarcely audible sound, like a hunter wait- 
ing for the flight of a bird in the distance. The broad 
collar of his shirt open at the breast, rose and fell slight- 
ly and from time to time his hands, which were hang- 
ing loosely by his sides, twitched. 

The Lieutenant-Colonel’s shouts broke off abruptly, 
he returned to his armchair and smoked a cigarette. 
The pause lasted a few minutes. Outside, the ground 
was being dug, and Kirill could hear the spades swish 
as they drove into the soil and the heavy clods drop 
with a sigh. Someone was filing iron with a plaintive 
scund. 

‘Now look here, Izvekov,” Polotentsev began again 
in the voice of a man burdened with vain earthly cares, 
“you'll be given paper, and you'll give your evi- 
dence in writing about Ragozin and the part you both 
took in this underground organization. Itll be much 
easier for you if you make a full confession of your 
guilt.” 

“I don't know anyone called Ragozin, or anything 
about an organization.” 

“Stop, stop!” Polotentsev broke in. Darting to the 
dcor. he spoke through the grating to the guard and told 
him to call the assistant superintendent of the prison. 
Meanwhile he puffed at his cigarette and paced up and 
down by the door until an extraordinarily lean, withered, 
freckled man appeared who looked as though he had been 
specially cured in the sun, like a kipper. He wore a 
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prison Official’s faded uniform with a sword that looked 
far too stubby for his size. 

“This young fellow’s tongue seems to have swollen,” 
Polotentsev said without turning to Kirill, but indicating 
him with a long-nailed little finger. “He needs proper 
treatment.... Put him in the cooler!” he ordered ina thin 
whistling voice, suddenly fixing his dull, smoke-filmed 
eyes, with their yellow eyelashes, on Kirill. 

Raising his sword, the superintendent pointed it at 
the door and then followed on Kirill’s heels. 

When Kirill crossed the threshold of his new abode, 
he felt an irritation in his throat as though he had swal- 
lowed something sharp. In pitch darkness he groped 
for the wall and, holding on to it, slid down onto the 
floor. With astonishing clearness he saw in his mind’s 
eye his former cell with the black funnel over the high 
window through which the dear pale light of day filtered 
in and the winds sang, bringing so much of life into 
his cell—and now that cell seemed to him a Promised 
Land, lost forever. 


THE IDEA OF SEEKING influential help and support in her 
efforts for her son had never been given up by Vera 
Nikandrovna. But hardly had the idea taken shape— 
the morning after Kirill’s arrest—than she saw plainly 
that she was all alone: there was nowhere to go, no 
one she could turn to in her trouble. Kirill had filled 
her life, her consciousness, and while she had had him 
with her, she never suspected that in the whole town, 
in the whole world, there was none to whom she 
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might go in time of need. It looked to her as though she 
had been thrown into the water and then everyone had 
turned away from her. She seized eagerly on the hope 
of getting some help from Tsvetukhin or Pastukhov. 
And strangely enough, while she had built up and lit 
this hope, she was almost certain that nothing would be 
left of her phantasmal plan as soon as she attempted to 
put it into practice: her expectations would evaporate and 
there would be nothing to substitute for them. The fear 
of losing her hope grew stronger than the hope itself. 

“What do you think?—will he respond?” Vera Ni- 
kandrovna asked Lisa thoughtfully, as they went arm 
in arm to Tsvetukhin’s. 

“J imagine he is responsive,” Lisa replied. 

“} think the same, for some reason,’ Vera Nikan- 
drovna said rather uncertainly. 

The determination with which she had set out, draw- 
ing Lisa with her, was weakening as they were approach- 
ing their goal. 

Tsvetukhin lived near the Limes in a hotel. Its white- 
washed, one-storied buildings were scattered without 
much formality in a courtyard with lawns and asphalted 
paths. Beside it rose the roof, crowned by queer-looking 
cowls, of the music school, from which came the mildly- 
argumentative sounds of instruments that seemed to 
chaff the military band in the boulevard. Unlike the big 
hotels, this one attracted people with an inclination to- 
wards a settled life, and its atmosphere was pleasantly 
reposeful. 

As Izvekova and Lisa were crossing the yard by a 
path lined with slender trees, they heard a cultivated 
voice asking: 

“Are you looking for me, I wonder?” 
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Lisa stood still. A radiant Tsvetukhin was looking 
down at her from an open window. He was wearing a 
starched shirt with a turned-down collar of the style 
known as “Robespierre” among the fops of the Limes, 
and its whiteness made him look swarthier than usual. 
He was holding an open book in his outstretched hand 
and he waved a welcome with it. 

“So I guessed right, didn’t 12 Do come in—I’m com- 
ing out to meet you.” 

Their visit undoubtedly gave Tsvetukhin sincere pleas- 
ure. His speeches, smiles and compliments were most 
attractively gentle. He made up his mind that he simply 
must treat his guests to ice cream, and so, although thev 
refused vehemently, he insisted on sending a waiter lo 
the Limes, giving him a china soup bow! and scribbling 
the kinds he wanted on a scrap of paper. 

“But we've come to you on business, very important 
business,’ Vera Nikandrovna began, with rising agita- 
tion. 

“And we won't stay long,” Lisa chimed in, “only a 
few minutes.” 

“Now, please don’t justify and excuse yourselves,” 
Tsvetukhin said. “Don’t you see what I have come to. 
I was actually reading verse, and I would have died 
of boredom if you hadn’t come. You’ve saved me, hon- 
estly!”’ 

“Yes, but I'm afraid our business will seem too... 
well, you may be still more bored,” Izvekova continued 
impatiently and at the same time rather timidly. 

“Oh, come now,” Egor Pavlovich expostulated, ap- 
parently touched and amazed, as though prepared by 
the very essence of his nature to serve his neighbour in 
every way.. “I think I can guess what it’s about; you’ve 
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heard something about your son, is that it? Well, how 
is he?” 

“It’s true,” Vera Nikandrovna said in a very low 
voice and her eyes brightened. “You must have read my 
thoughts at once. What else could I be thinking about? 
Unfortunately, there’s no change in the case. I dont 
even know if there is a case. That is to say, I’m sure 
there isn’t.” 

“Yes, of course, of course!” Tsvetukhin agrecd 
warmly. 

“And you understand the state that Kirill must be 
in? What are they keeping him there for? Is it pos- 
sible that just because the boy was found in possession 
of some papers that might have coine from goodness 
knows where, he has to be kept week after week under 
these conditions?” 

“But what’s happening to him?” Tsvetukhia asked. 
“Is he really being kept in prison? I mean to say—is 
there no change all this time?” 

“No, that’s just it! They’re dragging out the inves- 
tigation as though it was heaven knows what dreadful 
crime.” 

“This is the very devil!’ Tsvetukhin said, glancing 
at Lisa wilh an expression of startled sympathy. 

“It is really,’ Lisa said in a scarcely audible voice, 
with a shy littie shrug. 

“And then, you know,” Izvekova went on, ‘the in- 
difference of those officials can drive one crazy, It’s 
nearly six weeks now since I sent in an application to 
the Prosecutor, and I haven’t had an answer except: 
‘call again next week.’” 

“What sort of an application?” Tsvetukhin asked, 
trying to get a grasp of the affair, 
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“TI want to get Kirill out on surety.” 

“Ah, yes, of course,” he said, approvingly, then add- 
ed: “Only you see, nothing has changed very much as 
far as the officials are concerned since the time of Go- 
gol’s Inspector-General, alas} You remember? Khlestakov 
asks Rastakovsky: ‘And how long is it since you sent 
in your application?’ and the other says: ‘Well, to tell 
the truth, it isn’t so long ago—in 1801, as a matter 
of fact, but for thirty years it hasn’t been considered!’ ” 

Tsvetukhin told the story like an actor, in two dif- 
ferent voices, smiling with satisfaction because it turned 
out well. Lisa smiled, too, and lowered her eyes so as 
not fo see his face and laugh. But Vera Nikandrovna 
was silent and, catching her glance of sad _ reproach, 
Egor Pavlovich said hastily: 

“I think they ought to let him out on surety.” 

“Tm sure they will,” she rejoined eagerly, “but only 
if I can get some influential support for my request. 
That's why Lisa and I have come to ask you not to 
refuse us, please.” 

“With the greatest... I mean I should consider it 
my duty.... But I must confess I can’t imagine how 
I could be of assistance.” | 

“Your name would be sufficient if you appealed to the 
Prosecutor... .” 

“My name!” Tsvetukhin sighed softly with profound 
self-pity and, apparently, long-accumulated weariness. 

“Why, of course!” Izvekova said, surprised. “Your 
name!” 

“Your name!” Lisa repeated, leaning forward and 
suddenly checking herself. 

‘“‘But—believe me, my dear friends,” Tsvetukhin pro- 
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tested, highly flattered. “It is sheer nonsense that an 
actor’s name possesses any kind of magic. While we're 
on the stage, I agree, our. road is open for us to any 
heart. But if we were to go next day to the very per- 
son whdm we had moved to tears and ask him to do 
us a favour—good heavens, what a fright we would 
give him! We're admired in art. But people beware of 
us in everyday life. We are doubtful characters, unreli- 
able, hysterical, always mixed up in some nasty affair, 
quarrels, lawsuits and scandals.” 

“You're slandering yourself,’ Lisa declared, wound- 
ed. “It isn’t true, it isn’t true....” 

“My dear friend! You think better of us than we de- 
serve. That is natural to youth. But just think for a 
moment: supposing I was to go to the Prosecutor, and 
they would announce: ‘An actor to see you, sir.’ ‘An 
actor?’ he would ask, raising his eyebrow a trifle. “What 
can an actor want with me?’”’ 

“It wouldn’t be simply an actor, it would be Tsve- 
tukhin,” Lisa said with reverence. 

“Oh,” said Egor Pavlavich modestly. “Little as you 
know about actors, I can see you know stil] less about 
prosecutors.” 

“The chief thing they should understand is that pub- 
lic opinion is informed about the hoy’s fate,” Vera Ni- 
kandrovna said, pressing her twitching fingers to her 
breast, “And if only you wouldn’t refuse us....” 

“But wait a minute...” Tsvetukhin exclaimed. ‘“Pub- 
lic opinion! Who could be better than Pastukhov in that 
case? Pastukhov—there you have public opinion. Pas- 
tukhov should be asked to do it....” 

“Tam thinking of him, too. Of you and of him.” 

“Oh, never mind about me! Imagine what an impres- 
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sion it would make if Alexander Pastukhov appealed to 
the authorities! He's well known in St Petersburg, he 
gets into the newspapers. That’s no mere actor, that’s 
quite another thing!” 

“Bul Pm afraid he won'l agree.” 

“Of course, he will! He's what you might call a 
public figure by profession and he would be only ‘oo 
glad of the chance to show what he cun do. lim cer- 
tain of it. And whal a coincidencel!—[f'm just waiting 
for him, he promised to come, and we'll ask him 
straightaway....” 

Growing thoughtful, Egor Pavlovich looked at Lisa 
a moment. 

“Only—I'm thinking what would be the best way 
to do it? Pastukhoy didn’t say when he would be here. 
If you go and see him, you may miss him. You know 
what,’ he said with a pleased air, “we'll do it this way. 
You, Vera Nikandrovna, should go to Pastukhov’s and 
Lisa can stay here, in case you miss him. So that, one 
way or another, he won't slip through our fingers.” 

Lisa was startled by the aged look that came into 
Vera Nikandrovna’s eyes, and she did not venture to 
object. They came to an agreement thal if Izvekova 
found Pastukhoy at home (he lived near-by) she would 
not come back. Tsvetukhin saw her out with encourag- 
ing words of kindness, 

The ice creams were brought in, and, a few minutes 
later, saucers and spoons, and while Tsvetukhin bustled 
ebout hospitably, rattling them and removing from the 
table anything that might be in the way, Lisa looked 
out of the window. 

Stifling heat still emanated from the earth, and from 
the look of the thin dusty branches of young trees, mo- 
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tionless as though in prayer, it was plain how languor- 
éusly nature was waiting for movement, change. Lazy 
holiday voices drifted in an unharmonious jumble through 
the open windows—a burst of interrupted laughter, 
the sound of a kitchen knife, a child’s scream. The heat 
seemed to bite off and swallow up sounds before they 
could blend with the gencral noise. 

“Everything is ready, have some, please,” Tsvetu- 
khin said. 

‘Have we troubled you a great deal by asking this 
favour?” Lisa asked suddenly. 

She turned her back to the window and now she 
could get a good view of Tsvetukhin in his dazzling 
white shirt, and a leather belt as broad as his palm, 
with a patterned buckle and watch pocket. She seemed 
to see again the shining trinket with the inscription: 
“Stick it, Vityusha, stick it!’ and she smiled. 

“You're laughing?” Tsvetukhin exclaimed in alarm, 
‘IT must have seemed insincere to you, is that it?” 

“It looks as though you hadn’t refused us... and 
yet, perhaps you need not do anything. That’s true, 
isn’t it?” 

“You're mistaken, I assure you! Pastukhov can be 
much more useful in this case. It’s his field.” 

“Don’t be angry,” Lisa said, moving towards him. 
‘‘May I ask you something else?” 

“Why, of course, Lisa.” 

‘Promise me to do all you can to persuade Pastu- 
khov to help Kirill. I know he offended you that time at 
the theatre. He behaved very badly, terribly. But he isn’t 
like that at all—no, not at all.” 

Tsvetukhin took her hand, led her to the table and 
making her sit down, took his place beside her. 
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“Are you suffering a great deal on his account?” he 
asked, leaning forward and looking into her eyes. ? 

She spread the melting ice cream in the saucer, As- 
she did so, a sudden vivid memory returned. to her of 
a white sateen school shirt with brass buttons, tightly- 
belted—schoolboy fashion, and a splash of light on the 
belt buckle. Then again she was reminded of the watch 
charm with “Stick it, Vityusha, stick it!” and she glanced 
at the belt with the waich pocket. 

Is he your fiancé?” Egor Pavlovich asked. 

“Who?” she returned quickly. ‘I have never called 
him that.” 

Blushing suddenly, she moved slightly away from 
Tsvetukhin. 

“I have quite a different fiancé,” she blurted out with 
a short laugh. 

“You don’t say so? Who can it be? Is it a secret?” 

“He’s an athlete.” 

“An athlete? What does he do?—wrestle at the cir- 
cus? Or is he an’ acrobat? Or a trick-rider? You must 
he joking.” 

‘Why should I be joking?” 

“But it all sounds so queer! What’s his name?” 

““Shubnikov.” 

“Shubnikov...”’ Egor Pavlovich repeated. “Shubni- 
kov.... But wait.... Isn’t that the draper?”’ 

“Yes.” 

“Good Lord!” 

He jumped up, went over to the window, then came 
back and stood awhile by Lisa, looking into her face, 
which was bent over her ice cream, and then asked: 

“Matchmaking’s going on—is that it?” 

She said nothing. He sat down beside her again, 
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ruffling his hair and coughing a short, spasmodic cough, 
as though punctuating his own thoughts. 

“Look here, Lisa: [| think I’m beginning to under- 
stand. It’s a fairly common fate for a young girl—to 
love one man and marry another, isn't it? But you 
shouldn’t do that. You mustn't do that. You mustn't 
go against yourself, it will tell on you afterwards. It 
will tell on you all your life. Better to shoulder some- 
thing now, something hard and risky, to endure an up- 
heaval, than to be always under constraint, to repent 
endlessly, when it’s all too late. You're being driven 
info this marriage, aren’t you?” 

“IT don’t know,” she said. “It’s called something dif- 
ferent.” 

“Yes, ils called—everything’s being done for your 
own good. I'm right, am I not? The highly-respected 
Merkuri Avdeyevich is doing his best for the happiness 
of his child. That's the line, isn’t it? Oh,” he gave a bit- 
ler little laugh, “Oh, how plainly I can see your parent 
in the role of the builder of his darling daughter’s hap- 
piness Unhappiness—the greatest unhappiness!” he cried, 
seizing Lisa's hand in both of his. “Consider, my dear 
girl! This mustn’t happen.” 

“It won’t happen, either,” Lisa said, freeing her hand, 
“if you help Kirill. Help him, do help him!’ 

And, resting her elbows on the table, she covered 
her face with her hands. 

‘I give you my word,” Tsvetukhin said, sincerely and 
with a touch of exaltation. “I give you my word that 
Pastukhov and I will do everything in our power. But 
you must give me your word that you won’t throw 
away your life so foolishly.” 

She smoothed her hair and straightened herself. 
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“You say, one ought not to go against one’s self. 
Does that mean one may go against one’s father?” 

“And what help would Kirill be to you?” was Tsve- 
tukhin’s very sober question. 

He stood up once more and paced the room in si- 
lence, glanced into his open book, turned over a few 
leaves, and shrugged his shoulders. 

“Kirill is still only a child, a schoolboy. You noticed 
how jealous he was of me with you?” Tsvetukhin said, 
laughing. 

Lisa hung her head. 

“Do you want me to tell you what sort of a fellow 
Shubnikov is? He’s a spoiled merchant's son, a lover 
Oficoes” 

“No, no, don’t tell me,” said Lisa, “I don't know him 
and I don’t want to know him.” 

The actor turned another page. 

“Are you fond of verse?” 

She did not reply. 

In a rich, silken voice, leaning against the window 
frame he recited: 


“To see form in the formless eddy of feeling, 
That in the pallid glow of art 
Men might know life’s despoiling fire... .” 


“Good, isn’t it?” he asked, coming up to her sound- 
lessly. 

“I’m afraid of verses,” she said. 

“Why?” 

“] don't understand them and... |... love them.” 

He studied her closely, 

“You know what?” he said at last, evidently satis- 
fied with his examination and arriving at the conclusion 
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he needed. “Will you have me as an ally against your 
father?” 

She was afraid to raise her head. 

“If you refuse to marry Shubnikov, you will have 
to leave home. I want you to have my support. I'll ar- 
range everything for you.” | 

She stood up, and without looking at him, replied: 

“That would mean going not only against my father 
but against myself as well.” 

“Thank you! Thank you very much!” he exclaimed, 
lighthearted and irresponsible, with the loud assured 
laughter that good actors are able to command. 

He stirred the melted ice cream in the saucer and 
sighed inconsolably: 

“Poor neglected ices, poor ices!” 

“I have to be going,” Lisa said. 

“Wait a little, perhaps Vera Nikandrovna will come 
back. Why are you in such a hurry, Lisa?” 

“IT must go. Thank you for your promise. Goodbye.” 

She gave him her hand and then hastily freed it, 
almost tearing it away. 

For the third time she was leaving, escaping from 
Tsvetukhin. Outin the yard the heat scorched her. Burn- 
ing, motionless, heavy with a presentiment of coming 
change, the relentless heat was stifling her. 


* 25 * 


THE FURNITURE had long since been restored, the book- 
case and couch were protected by packing boards, 
the whole suite had to be sent off to St. Petersburg, 
and still Pastukhov could not stir. He had to finish 
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a new play. The Moscow theatre, with the aid of the 
telegraph, warned him, now kindly, now despairingly, 
even threateningly, not to take so long over the job, 
and he himself was afraid that it would be nearly autumn 
before he finished. But two or three of his charac- 
fers still failed to guess how to extricate themselves 
from the game forced upon them by their author, 
and so he was trying to fit some of his acquaint- 
ances on them in an attempt to unravel the awkward 
tangle. 

He realized that he had stayed too long in this town 
of gingham, retired generals and flour kings. But he 
knew, too, that once he had moved his father’s study 
suite out of the house, there would be no more reason 
for him to come hack here under the roof that had shel- 
tered him in childhood. 

Seated at the desk which still smelled faintly of pol- 
ish, in front of the open window, screened by a limp, 
faintly-breathing muslin curtain, he analysed the scents 
that had reached him from the neighbouring garden, as 
he had sat here earlier, scribbling on paper, and turning 
the leaves of hooks. He remembered the cloying sweet- 
ness of the white acacia, an old tree that every spring 
tormented a whole block of the town with its intoxi- 
cating fragrance. The honeyed, earthy breath of the peo- 
nies, great bunches of which migrated to his desk and 
window sill from the cool flower beds. The brown vin- 
egary-cinnamon smell of the metiolas, reminding one 
in the evenings of the open doors of the better-class 
grocers. The delicately-virginal aroma of mignonette, like 
the distant breath of mowing scarcely begun. All this 
had come and gone, and now that the sun was low, 
the heavy narcotic smell of tobacco-flowers, titillating 
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the nostrils with the shamelessness of spirit, burst in at 
the window. 

Yes, before it gave way to the first chilly evenings, 
August tormented the earth with its fruitful languor, and 
all living things hastened to gather, while they might 
at that time of inexhaustible abundance, a store of sweet- 
ness for the future. 

Pastukhov’s nostrils dilated as he inhaled the sultry 
perfume of the gardens and thought how he would go 
away as soon as the season of scentless flowers, dahlias 
and asters, would be well begun; and whether he should 
graft some naive characteristics of Tsvetukhin’s onto a 
person in the play; and that Balzac, though really a bad 
writer, understood like no one else, the nature of art, 
which is in the quality of the effect of the artist’s work 
and not in the quality of the making of the work it- 
self; and he was thinking, too, that imaginalion is, of 
course, a god, but like every other divinity it is arbitrary, 
though it rests on the foundations of actual experience; 
that there exists a brother of imagination that represents 
i much higher gift of the mind—and this is foresight, 
possessed only by analytical characters. Imagination 
sees things in a circle, everything is accessible to it with- 
gut selection, and therefore it can forsee nothing; fore- 
sight passes straight from cause to effect and the future 
for it is only the consequence of the present. Possibly. 
As he saw with his mind's eye the thronging medley of 
people out of real life, out of the unfinished play, out 
of the book lying open on the table, Pastukhoy mused 
——perhaps among our contemporaries who lack imagi- 
nation, there are prophets who see clearly even now 
the future of man, of nations and the whole earth. 
One may picture to oneself in the imagination, any, form 
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of the future, but only foresight can choose one as 
inevitable, Yet, though imagination is helpless com- 
pared to foresight, it is sweeter. Imagination can catch 
all the fragrances of the world, logic—only the 
strongest, 

So Pastukhov sat and dreamed, wriling his play or 
turning the pages of Balzac. And everything taken to- 
gether was enjoyment. This was how he had once pic- 
tured his maturer years—in a similar fluency of fleshlv 
sensations and the free impact of thoughts. It might he 
that some day the town from which he was so soon 
to depart, the town of flour merchants, would become 
a town of universities and he—a member of the Acad- 
emy by that time—would return to recall the love 
language of the acacias, mignonette and tobacco-flowers 
at eventide arfd once more thoughts would crowd in 
upon him in a whirl, as they did now, thoughts of the 
hopes of youth, of Moscow students’ rounds of the cab- 
bies’ pull-ups, of the first throbbing of the heart in the 
wings of the theatre, of the gratification of vanity after 
the public had called for the author, of everything at 
once—except death. No, no, Pastukhov was not going 
to think of death. Could death exist in art? 

Pastukhov rubbed his hot face with his palms as 
though washing away uninvited care, and then wrote 
down in a little red book the places he had underlined 
in Balzac, where the author seemed to echo his own 
convictions: “The aim of art does not lie in imitating 
nature but in expressing it. You are not a mere wretch- 
ed copyist but a poet!... Otherwise the sculptor might 
accomplish his work by making a plaster cast of a wom- 
an.” “Superfluous knowledge, like ignorance, leads ta 
negation... ,” 
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Suddenly he began to ponder on superfluous know!l- 
edge. Need one really know how art was produced? 
Did Balzac know this? Was it not the secret of his tri- 
umph that he had breathed life into his two thousand 
personages without giving himself an account of the laws 
by which he created them? Was it, after all, vain to 
struggle in search of the laws of art? They did not exist, 
they were embodied in action. If art was effcctive, then 
it was legitimate. If it was dead to perception, then what 
law could animate it? 

This absorbing duologue with himself was interrupt- 
ed in a very strange manner: the shadow of a head slid 
across the window curtain. A very tall man must have 
passed through the yard, for the window was. high. 
Alert, Pastukhov heard the jingle of spurs, then the 
doorbell gave a disapproving jangle. He *went to open 
the door. 

From the doorstep a swarthy gendarme, smelling of 
burned sealing wax as though melting in the heat, scru- 
tinized him. At every curve or bend in his towering 
form, powerful bones demanded an outlet. He saluted, 
inquired who occupied the house, and handed Pastukhov 
a notice which he fished out with a hook-like finger 
from his culf. 

The administrative office of the gendarme police re- 
quired the presence of Alexander Vladimirovich Pastu- 
khov, gentleman, as a witness today. He blinked at his 
sombre visitant and voiced in a tactful tone his natural 
doubts: 

“Isn't there some mistake about this, my lad?” 

It appeared there was no mistake, 

“But what business am I wanted for?” 

To that the gendarme vouchsafed no reply. 
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“There’s surely some mistake about it, my _ boy, 
today’s Sunday, a holiday, the offices are all closed.” 

“Not at all,” the messenger replied bravely. “Them 
as sent for you are open.” 

“So what do you propose to do?... Take me through 
the streets?’’ Pastukhov went on, covering his discomfiture 
with a sneer. 

“Not at all. Kindly sign this receipt and come 
yourself.” 

Alexander Pastukhov signed and, left alone, sat down 
cautiously, as though on a forbidden spot, on the old 
humped chest in the hall. His face was distorted with 
fastidious disgust. The smell of burnt sealing wax still 
hung about the place. He jumped up, went to the wash- 
basin, cleared his throat and spat. Then turning to the 
door, which had not yet been locked after the gendarme, 
he spat at it. 

“Damn you, you stinking singed devil!” 

He put on his blue jacket, looked in the glass and 
changed the dark blue for a light buff—a colour with 
more refinement and independence in it. Then he filled 
his cigarette case, but suddenly threw it down on the 
table and got ouf an unopened tin all in coats-of-arms, 
medals and monograms; it held foreign cigarettes. He 
picked up his cane, went to the door, spat again and 
turned back into the room. In front of the mirror he 
tipped a scent bottle several times, pressing the neck 
against the lapels of his jacket. Then his glance fell 
on his tittle notebook, and he read the last entry: 
“Superfluous knowledge leads, like ignorance, to nega- 
tion.” 

“It’s all very well for you, you Balzacs!” he said 
aloud, and swept the book info the drawer. 
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Tearing off a quarter-sheet of paper, he wrote in a 
large, dashing hand: “Dear Egor, if I should suddenly dis- 
appear altogether, damn it, you must know that I was 
sent for....” His hand paused a moment, then added in 
a heavier writing: “by the secret police.” He left the 
note in the middle of the table, made a gesture of de- 
spair at his munuscript staring up at him with its 
various corners turned down, its blots and drawings, 
and, feeling a tickling in his throat, went out. 

He walked down the street proudly, with graceful 
bearing, swinging his cane. No one would have thought 
to look at him that he saw nothing of what was going 
on around,him, and was only struggling with the haunt- 
ing idea: supposing I do disappear! Alexander Pastukhov 
would suddenly drop out of existence!—and never be 
heard of again. Well, perhaps he might not disappear 
from the face of the earth, but neither did the prisoners 
of Chillon or the Bastille—they had not moved to other 
planets. The earth had become a curse to them, for 
they had been fettered to it. But who ever heard of them 
again? Did our own Houses of the Dead, as Dostoevsky 
called them, yield up their secrets more willingly than 
Chillon? Alexander Pastukhov knew only too well the 
kingdom in which he lived. Alexander Pastukhov would 
be done for. Here he was marching down the street, 
swinging his cane jauntily, while his heart reiterated— 
you're done for, you're done for! Here he was taking 
the gutter at a-bound, while the voice in his ears repeat- 
ed: whether you jump or you don’t—you’re done for 
just the same.... | 

“Good Lord!—-when all’s said and done, this is sheer 
nonsense!” he muttered indignantly, yet at the same mo- 
ment the objection starfed up of itself: “That’s just it, 
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that's the worst of it—that you'll be done for, all because 
of a piece of sheer nonsense!” 

It was an exhausting skirmish with an immobile en- 
emy of superior strength and, worn out with it, he reached 
al last the house to which he had been called. He 
hesitated at the door, experiencing the feeling that some 
have at Epiphany, when, according to ancient custom, 
a dip in the ice hole in the river is taken. The parallel 
flashed through his mind, but he thought he could have 
plunged with pleasure into the ice hole—where at least 
there were peasants on the bank to pull you out by their 
long belts; here—no one would throw a straw to a drown- 
ing man. 

He pushed open the door with as much displeased de- 
termination as though he had expected to find a bemed- 
alled doorman waiting to throw it open for him. He 
was led at once through a corridor smelling strongly of 
burnt sealing wax to the Lieutenant-Colonel’s study. Pas- 
tukhov, elegant, pleasant, hesitated on the threshold with 
an inquiring smile, looking around for a place to leave 
his hat and stick. 

“This way, please,” Polotentsev said, hurrying for- 
ward. “You must excuse me for troubling you on a Sun- 
day, but, as you know... er....” 

“I quite understand, Wee must be some reason for 
it...” Pastukhov said graciously and rather condescend- 
ingly. 

“Exactly. Exactly. It’s very urgent. I’m very glad to 
make your acquaintance, though in official circumstances. 
Jn others you’re rather inaccessible.” 

Yes, we're recluses, you see.” 

Two officials in starched white jackets got up from 
their places af the desk and nodded stiffly: Polotentsev 
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“You mean inside it in the sense of pay?” 

“Yes, as you very aptly remark—in the sense of 
pay,” Pastukhov replied with a sigh as though he was 
committed to it. 

Then Polotentsev gave a delighted laugh, and repeat- 
ed the pun. , 

“And now, if you will permit me, let’s get on to the 
substance,” Pastukhov said, joining in the laughter. “I 
don’t want to take up your time....” 

“Oh, yes,’ Polotentsev agreed, still unable to con- 
trol his laughter, “there’s just one question that obliged 
us to trouble you.... Do you mind telling us—what was 
it that took place between you and this Parabukin?”’ 

“With Parabukin?” Pastukhov repeated in a puzzled 
tone. ““‘Who’s Parabukin? Oh, you mean that tramp or 
whoever he was—injured on the wharf?” 

“That's the fellow! Only you went to the common 
ludginghouse to sce him long before that, didn’t you?” 

“Good Lord!” Pastukhov exclaimed with an easy 
gesture of vexation, dismissing the whole thing as a 
joke. “Why that was all Egor’s nonsense! You know— 
Tsvetukhin!”’ 

“Yes, I understand, I understand perfectly—the idea 
was to study types, to search for material that might 
come in useful for future masterpieces. It must have been 
lo less interesting to you than to the actor. But just 
imagine, leaflets of a very radical,’ here Polotentsev 
raised his forefinger -high above his bald head, ‘“‘a very 
radical] trend, you know, were distributed among persone 
of this type on the riverbanks.” 

“And you want to pin the leaflets on to me, is that 
it?” Pastukhov asked simply. 

“Pin the leaflets gn to you?” the Lieutenant-Colone] 
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laughed again. “You have a funny-way of putting things! 
What sort of an idea have you of our, so to speak, uni- 
form envelopes?” 

“I’m not interested in envelopes,” Paslukhov replied 
with a polite laugh, falling into his tone. “It’s what's in- 
side the envelope that matters.” 

“Yes I see,” Polotentsey said, still indulging his sense 
of humour. “You think that everything’s done as easily 
as winking here, don’t you? Allow me to tell you you're 
wrong. We aren't going to pin a single line on you, and 
haven't pinned any yet—we only want you to throw 
some light on the affair.” 

“On what exactly?” 

“Well, for instance, can you confirm the fact that 
when you invited Parabukin to your acquaintance’s house 
--to the actor who is Tsvetukhin’s friend—on an occa- 
sion when Ragozin was also present, the revolutionary 
leaflets were handed over to Parabukin?” 

Pastukhoy slowly mopped his face with his handker- 
chief: it felt swollen and very large all of a sudden, Then 
he said sombrely: 

“VH tell you this much, Lieufenant-Colonel: you're 
asking me the kind of questions that for all I know may 
decide the fate of others and my own, too. So I am 
going to ask you to use official language and interrogate 
me... in the way prescribed by law.” 

Tut, tut, it seems you're a regular formalist, after 
all!” Polotentsev protested in a disappointed tone. 

‘And furthermore, to avoid misunderstandings,” Pas- 
tukhov continued obstinately, almost dully, “I may as 
well tell you that I’m hearing Ragozin’s name for the 
first time in my life fron: you, and I also want to tell you 
that Mefody did hand something to Parabukin, and that 
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was—a glass of vodka, forty degrees, which he drank to 
bis health.” 

“Now why are you getting angry, Alexander Viadi- 
mirovich?” the Lieculenant-Colonel said in an almost 
offended tone. “As a matter of fact, you’ve answered the 
question. And nothing else is required of you, I can 
assure you.” 

He turned to the officials. The Assistant Prosecutor 
had not uttered a word, but sat there, straight and stiff 
like a sharpened piece of chalk, as though fearful of 
wrinkling his snow-white jacket. Then Oznobishin’s kan- 
saroo-like body bent forward to the Lieutenant-Colonel 
and very cautiously, but with a gloating sparkle in his 
sharp blue eyes, he said: 

“It am nol really asking any question, Lieutenant- 
Colonel, but if you kindly allow me to remind you of 
ii—evidence was given to meetings that took place be- 
tween Mr. Pastukhov and Kirill Izvekov.” 

The rather effeminate fingers trembled slightly and to 
disguise it he chafed his wrists, as though it was not a 
hot day in high summer. The Assistant Prosecutor watched 
out of the corner of his eye in silence. 

. May I consider this question as addressed to me?” 
Pastukhoy demanded, glancing from Oznobishin to the 
Lieutenant-Colonel. “I have met Izvekoy and I have 
even heard that he has been arrested. But the meetings 
with him were very brief, I could hardly call him even 
an acquaintance, and I was astonished to hear of his ar- 
rest because he is still only a boy.” 

“Yes, indeed, how very...” and Polotentsevy drew in 
his breath with a pained look. “You know Parabukin, 
and you’ve met this boy—a bad boy—I must say he is.... 
How very complicated this mix-up turns out to be. ... No, 
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not for you, but for the case. And for us, too, 1 would 
say. And, belicve me, least of all I wanted to trouble 
you. But... you intend staying some time in your old 
home, don’t you?” 

“No, I’m going away soon to St. Petersburg.” 

“You don’t say so! St. Petersburg? Well, you must 
excuse us for breaking up your Sunday. Just sign this 
form, will you, please, and that will be all for the pres- 
ent,” 

Polotentsev drew out by its corner an oblong form 
from his writing case and passed it across the desk. Pas- 
tukhov skimmed the printed contents and looked up 
sharply: it was an undertaking nol to leave the town 
without notice. 

“Sign here below,” the Lieutenant-Colonel said, half- 
tising and pointing delicately wilh the long white nail 
of his little finger. “Where it says—name, father’s Chris- 
tian name, rank in society... and what clse?” 

Pastukhov looked at him, his reddened eyelids 
blinking. 

“So you actually do suspect me of being mixed up in 
an affair 1 know nothing about?” he asked quietly. 

“Oh really, Alexander Vladimirovich! This is all 
purely a matter of form, it simply has to be done 
for the sake of routine. Until we can unravel this tangled 
skein.” 

“But I can protest, can’t 1? To whom must I address 
my application? To you, perhaps?” 

With this he turned to the Assistant Prosecutor, who, 
without altering his pose in the slightest, opened his 
mouth a second, and brought his vocal cords into action. 

“In all matters concerning the mode of detention ap- 
plications must be addressed to His Excellency the Pros- 
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ecutor of Law Courts,” he chanted in a voice unexpected- 
ly tuneful. 

Pastukhov signed the paper, then got up and bowed 
with a touch of condescension. It suggested that he had 
thought he was dealing with gentlemen and had found 
himself mistaken. 

“I may go now, I suppose? It has been a rare pleas- 
ure to meet you,” he said, showing his dull, sound teeth 
in a lifeless grin. 

He still heard the Lieutenant-Colonel make the 
motions of getting up from his place at the desk to 
go and sce him out, saying in a patronizingly-playful 
fone: 

“And all the time I feel sure that you are taking 
mental notes of us and one of these days you'll show 
us up in some comedy of yours.” 

But Pastukhov left the room in silence, hastened 
down the corridor with his handkerchief to his nose to 
keep out the burnt sealing wax smell and rushed out in- 
lo the street. 

Someone was to blame for what had happened, but 
who—he could not say with any degree of certainty. He 
felt all hollow inside and fury wrestled with melancholy 
in his heart. 

The dreary heat-stunned town choked him like a 
heavy yoke. Everything around him was petty, despair- 
ing. The little gardens with the neglected, dusty-grey 
brooms of acacias, the sweet williams in the trampled 
flower beds that smelt of the ink of postmarks, the hot 
cobblestones and the mean jangle of the trambells— 
heavens, how hopeless it all was! Women in their Sun- 
day clothes, with babies in their arms and trains of 
them clinging to their skirts, waddled slowly alang the 


EARLY JOYS 289 


streets, lingering before the vendors of sunflower seeds or 
ciossing themselvey in front of the empty porches of 
the churches, For how many more Sundays was he doomed 
to see the same wretched processions? The weather- 
worn sigaboard “Katyk and Co.: Cigarettes.” on the cor- 
nei house; beneath it cab horses with pointed straw hats 
wilh slits for the ears, pestered by flies, weary, sun-dazed 
cabbies on the steps of their vehicles, heaps of fresh 
horse manure. and the policeman with two fingers thrust 
into the breast of his soiled uniform, Oh, this motionless 
vacuum! Was it any easier to stand than the Bastille? 
and in what way? 

He could hardly drag himself home. 

As he entered the vard, he saw a) woman standing on 
the steps of the house, pulling the bell in a rather 
hesitating manner 

“There's no one at home,” he told her curtly. 

She glanced round and then hastened down the steps, 
a rather short woman with squarish, masculine shoul- 
deis, wearing a Shantung dress with huge buttons, and 
hatless, 

“You don't remember me?” she asked in some agita- 
tion but with that steady outward leisureliness that 
teachers cultivate. 

He had a good memory for faces, and besides, too 
much of the woman’s nature had been inherited by her 
son kirill for Pastukhov to fail to recognize her, but 
still he gave the face with its pockmarks on the brow an 
attentive scrutiny, turned away, stared with narrowed 
eyes in an apparent effort of memory and shook his 
head—no, he did not remember her. 

“IT am Kirill Izvekov’s mother. You remember, he in- 
troduced us at the fairground last Easter?” 
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“Please forgive me,” he said as though failing to seize 
upon anything in his elusive memories. “What brings 
you here to me?” 

“But you know Kirill, don’t you?” 

“Kirill?” 

“Yes, the Technical Schoo) boy, rather short, dark, 
and just getting a moustache. Kirill....” 

“With a moustache,” Pastukhov repeated, turning 
away again. 

“I wouldn’t have ventured to trouble you if it hadnt 
been for your great friend Tsvetukhin. I’ve come straight 
from him. He gave me great hopes of you. But you don t 
seem to remember Kirill,” Vera Nikandrovna added in a 
meek, frightened way. 

“Perhaps you'll explain—briefly?”’ 

“Of course. I must ask you to listen to what I have 
to say: my son was arrested on a quite.... Well, to cut 
a long story short, they accidentally found some leaflets 
in his room. I am trying to get him out on bail, but 
my request alone will have no effect, as you may sup- 
pose. If you cared to... if you found it possible to sup- 
port me... as you are so well known....” 

“Just a moment,” Pastukhov interrupted her, “this is 
Tsvetukhin’s idea, is it? I mean about me?” 

“Oh yes, he said that he would help me with 
pleasure, too, only that you had far more influence than 
he has, and he is undoubtedly right.” 

“What an inventor!” Pastukhov exclaimed admiringly, 
laughing suddenly in spite of his bad mood, and wiping 
his perspiring face, ‘A real inventor! Devil take him 
and his inventions... pardon me!” 

He became suddenly serious and pompous. 

“You see... I remember your son, of course.’ 
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“Do you? Oh, thank you, I was sure you would!” 
Vera Nikandrovna exclaimed, flushing. 

“One moment. | do remember him, but that’s noth- 
ing. I only know that he was a boy. But what kind of 
a boy?... Perhaps, he was bad?... How do I know? 
You must excuse me. And that isn't the point. I can't be 
of any use to your son for the simple reason that I myself 
am involved in a political affair. And, possibly, on the 
same charge as your own son. That inventor Tsvetukhin 
knows nothing about this. And ] must ask you to forget 
it. We’re standing here talking and, for all 1 know, we 
may be watched. Well, goodbye.” 

He shook hands, surprised to find her bony fingers 
so cold, her face drained of colour. She lowered her eyes 
and “iid in an apologetic tone: 

‘Please forgive me,” and went towards the gale. 

But before she had taken very few steps she turned 
and asked: 

“If you are accused of the same thing as Kirill, then 
perhaps you can tell me what the whole unfortunate 
case is about? For my ear alone... as his mother.” 

He went up to her and in a lotally different voice, 
full of resignation and sorrow, said: 

“If your son is as ignorant of it as I am, I may con- 
gratulate you.” 

He felt an impulse to kiss her hand, but only pressed 
her cold fingers once more. 

When he was back in the house again, he strove to 
understand what he had wanted to convey in his last 
sentence but his thoughts were too scattered. He washed 
and changed his jacket. His glance fell on the note he 
had left on the table; he tore it up into narrow strips 
and put a match to them. The flame spurted and fell; 
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furrowed with glowing pink the edge of the paper, 
which first charred and then turned to blue ashes. Pas- 
tukhoy puffed on them and they dissolved in the air. 

Devil only knew what all this was! He had just been 
enjoying a reverie at the same desk. He had been prais- 
ing fantasy Oh ves, he could imagine at will an innocent 
man, persecuted by blind faw. But could he ever imagine 
that the next minute he himself would be subjected to 
persecution? Was Kiril [zvekov in any better position? 
Was he perhaps of that species of person capable of 
foresecing the future? Could that boy have known even 
then that the way to the barricades led through pris- 
on? And how very far wrong his own imagination had 
been when he had pictured Kirill as a philistine, a 
draughtsman at railway offices, when it seemed th® boy 
had been dreaming of remaking the world! A bad boy? 
Perhaps all his, Pastukhov’s conceptions of people were 
wrong, as wrong as his judgment of Kirill? Perhaps 
Pastukhov was after all a dull-witted, self-opinionated 
fool with no abilify whatsoever, Perhaps Pastukhov was 
mistaken in his friend Tsvetukhin, too? 

Suddenly feeling the need for friendly sympathy, 
Pastukhov realized that he must tell the whole story to 
Tsvetukhin. 

Twilight was falling, the heat was abating, the re- 
freshing scent of tobacco flowers pervaded parts of the 
boulevard andthe couples were starting for their stroll in 
the Limes. The yard of the hotel was watered from a 
rusty-looking hose which was dragged across asphalted 
paths, black with water. There was a pleasant smell of 
moist warm earth and watered lawns. 

In the alley which Tsvetukhin’s windows faced, Pas- 
tukhov heard a violin. Thin and fine and innocent came 
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the strains of Néruda’s cradlesong. Glancing at the open 
window, Pastukhoy saw Tsvetukhin standing with his 
back lo the window facing the dark room. He was sway- 
ing slightly as he drew the how across the strings with 
an effort. He played like a beginner with the stress on 
the middle of the bow and with but a poor legato. 

‘A wooden bow on a leather fiddle—-you know what 
hind of music that) makes?” said) Pastukhov at’ the 
window. 

Tsvetukhin broke off his playing at once, slipped the 
fiddle into its case and, hiding his embarrassment, called 
out loudly: 

“Oh, come along in, do! [Eve been waiting all day 
for you.” 

They sat down on the couch without Lighting the 
lamp, so that only the pale glimmer of face and hands 
was visible, and Tsvetukhin asked at once if Izvekova 
had heen to see Pastukhoy and what he had promised 
her. 

“What was I supposed to promise her?” 

“TI gave Lisa my word that you and I would help 
Kirill,” Tsvetukhin told him. 

“Who is Lisa? That nice-loohing young thing? Your 
admirer? Really, you're the limit, Egor. As long as you 
only invent paper aeroplanes and scrape a fiddle it 
doesn’t matter a hang. But when it comes to doing 
favours for your feminine admirers! It’s contrary to the 
nature of the actor and the admirers: you're born to 
receive and they to give.” 

“Pm not joking, Alexander.” 

“I can assure you, my dear fellow, that I'm very far 
from joking myself.” 

“But it isn’t my admirer who needs help— it’s a very 
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fine young fellow. And it’s within your power to help 
him. In fact, it’s your duty as a citizen, if you like to put 
it that way. And then—it’s in keeping with the tradi- 
fion....” 

“Aha, so you've hit on that, have you, at last? The 
tradition of the Russian social conscience, eh? Leo 
Tolstoy and the famine.* Korolenko at the Multan tri- 
al.** Is that it? You want me to show a chivalrous spirit? 
Why? For the sake of self-respect? So that I would be 
able to respect mysclf? No? So that others would respect 
me? Yes? But the point is that in the first place 1 fall 
a long way short of Korolenko, let alone Tolstoy. You 
think I don’t understand this? And, in the second place, 
this isn’t 1905. The time has gone by, my boy. My chiv- 
alrous intentions, my capacity for sacrifice, or, if you 
like it better, my heroic qualities would hardly be no- 
ticed by the local paper. Think of it: Pastukhov—the 
social conscience! About as effective asa fly buzzing! You 
swipe at it and send it into a saucer with flycatcher stulf 
on it, and that’s all.” 

“That’s a bit farfetched, isn't it,’ Tsvetukhin said in 
surprise. “‘And were you a hero in 1905?” 

“Heroes weren't needed then: your Kirill could have 
distributed revolutionary leaflets in the streets as easily 
as advertisements.” 

“But look here! A man may help for other reasons, 
not merely as a gesture or for the sake of pleasing himself.” 


* A reference to the active part taken by L. Tolstoy in or- 
ganizing relief for the starving people in 1872, 1891 1893. 

** A reference to the writer Viadimir Korolenko and his part 
in defence of the Udmurts of Multan, accused of ritualistic mur- 
der (1895 1896), and his exposure of the provocatory nature of 
the charge that had been intended to fan national antagonisms. 
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“What do you want from me? That I should go 
round the dungeons consoling people in their grief and 
sorrow?” 

“But the whole thing is much simpler than that. Nei- 
ther consolation nor heroism is required of you—all 
you have to do is go to the Prosecutor, nothing more.” 

‘What for?” 

‘To help.” 

“Help whom?” 

“What do you mean? Kirill, of course.” 

“My dear chap, I'd better try and help myself first 
of all, let alone Kirill,” Pastukhov said. 

He got up heavily and, closing the window fightly, 
took up his position with his back to it and asked: 

“You haven’t been invited to the secret police yet, 
then?” 

“What are you trying to say? Are you going out of 
vour mind?” 

“This is what I’m trying to say....” 

Pastukhov sat down again, laid his hand on Tsve- 
tukhin’s knee and held it there until he had told all 
that had happened to him. 

The twilight was so thick now that their faces were 
scarcely distinguishable, and the objects in the room 
merged into something mysterious and black that seemed 
{o absorb every word and waited tensely, ready to join 
in the conversation at any moment. In the yard a bough 
with little leaves hung motionless, picked out of dark- 
ness by the light of a neighbouring window and poised 
in the air, seemingly unattached to any tree. Snatches 
of music played by the brass band came from the Limes, 
the echo of hoofs on asphalt sounded on the roof, em- 
phasizing the silence. 
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“Ves.” said Tsvetukhin heavily, after a long silence. 
“If I didn't feel you close to me like this, Pd think it 
was something | was listening to in a dream.” 

‘Somebody s been spreading rumours about us, 
Ingor,” Pastukhov said. 

“But who is it? Who could it be?” 

“We don't know what that tramp Parabuhin has 
been saying about us, we don’t know how that bad boy 
is behaving, and we don't know who Ragozin is. We 
know nothing We're just silly little pawns, Egor.” 

“Don't say that. Pm sure everything will be cleared 
up. You and | will clear it up, Alexander, And then, 
they'll come to their senses.” 

“Who will? Who are they?” 

“Well, they... those who were tormenting you to- 
diay.” 

“No. I can't imagine that they will come to their 
senses. That's as unnatural as (Pastukhoy searched for 
a word)... aSa headache to a woodpecker.” 

‘What are you intending to do?” 

“T intend to lie down on this couch and have a nap. 
Give me that cushion.. . I’m so worn out, my dear fel- 
low, that I'd like to resign myself to my fate, like a 
woman.” 

The echo of hoofs on the roof came nearer and 
suddenly, out of the darkness that enveloped the town, 
came the cabby’s warning shout, distinct and startling: 

“Hey, look out!” 

And, as though in response, the band in the Limes 
struck up a military march. 
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TIKHON PARABUKIN was taken to the hospital atter he had 
been injured on the wharf. He had a hemorrhage tn the 
pleura and [wo ribs were broken, his recovery was very 
slow, his stoutness had gone and he himself noticed that 
his strength was ebbing. 

“The sickbed is suching the stiength out of me,” he 
told his neighbour. 

He was in g small ward that faced the garden, and 
the kitchen was opposite. From morning tll night he 
could hear the pans being scoured with sand, the slops 
cmptied, the wood chopped. 

Parabuhin was bored and depressed His only amuse- 
ment was his neighbour, who loved talking about 
miracles, though even the miracles had a certain touch 
of the sich ward about them, he rubbed wood oil into 
his long hair, clipped his beard and moustache on Satur- 
days and in general took care of his outward appearance, 
though his wooden face and prominent cheekbones lent 
itself little to embellishment. He was a bell ringer and 
watchman and his life was measured in stages —from 
one church holiday to another 

“From the Transfiguration to the Assumption t's 
len days And today is the Beheading of John the Bap- 
tist—that’s another six days You see how long they 
wear me out with their learned dict instead of giving 
ine proper food.” 

Parabukin only laughed at him, but the man’s sim- 
plicity and straightforwardness appealed to him and he 
hegan to confide his troubles to him. 

“Sorrow is an adornment of man,” the bell ringer 
consoled him. “And our life here below is so arranged 
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that the bad and the good, the profits and the losses, 
always balance, and sometimes, like sisters, go arm-in- 
arm. Now what would you say to a story like this. 
1 was bad with my stomach trouble in those days, too, 
only it was in Kazan, and | was in the clinic there. 
They cut me open, made some conduits for the passage 
of food, and, I can tell you, they thought I'd never get 
over it. The students said to me, looks like a bad case 
of “perish-tonight-is.” And it was true, I nearly did per- 
ish that night, my life was hanging by a thread. But 
the doctors found that the experiments at making con- 
‘duits in and out of me had come off very well. And sure 
enough, I stood it till now. It wasn’t about myself I was 
going to tell you, though. That time it so happened 
that my neighbour in the ward, like you there might 
‘be, was a weak sickly-looking man, who kept complain- 
ing that they didn’t bring the specialist to see him. I 
tried to quieten him; I said to him: your conduits are 
just natural ones, all they should be, and you ain’t of 
any curiosity to a big specialist; rest yourself, I said, 
and you'll get your health and strength back and they'll 
‘discharge you. And he got mad with me: ‘We'll see yet,’ 
he says, ‘which of us is the bigger curiosity—you or 
ame. And what do you think! He got what he wanted. 
As soon as the specialist had examined him, he was 
taken into a separate ward, and given a bath and shave 
-and haircut. They gave him two pillows and a warm 
blanket to cover him, and he had proper food. The stuff 
they put into that fellow, brother! He had cold food, 
and hot food, meat and Lord knows what. I happened: 
to meet him in the corridor once—he didn’t even want 
to look at me. I could see he’d got as sleek and well- 
fed as a choirmaster, I was afraid to go up to him. And 
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then we heard al) about it: the professor, you see, had 
found out his heart was on the right side. Well, that 
fellow was in clover from that minute: they gave him 
clothes and boots for nothing, soap as well, and tobac- 
co, as much sugar as he wanted in his tea, and actually 
paid him money into the bargain. Now what would you 
say to that? And in return for all that he only had to 
let the medical students listen to his heart and tap him 
here and there every morning—that was his job from 
then on. He did well, I can tell you. Then they started 
fo take him aboul from one town to another—from Ka- 
zan !o Moscow, and from there to Kharkov, listening and 
tapping him wherever he went. He was like a gentleman 
by that time, he would not even turn round for them, 
the students had to move round him. [ heard afterwards 
that somewhcre abro:d they paid a big price for him: 
they hadn't another such as him and naturally they cov- 
eted him—they didn’t want to lag behind. There you are, 
a man who was a destitute orphan, as you might say, 
and look where he got to! And I’m looking at you and 
thinking: who knows, when all’s said and done, which 
of us is the greatest curiosity for the medical profession? 
And as for the turn our life may take—you won't find 
anything about that in the Lives of the Saints.” 

“You've got the gift of the gab, I'll grant you that,” 
Parabukin chuckled. But after each of the stories he 
heard he lay for hours thinking and wondering if he 
might expect a turn in his life, the dreadful muddle of 
which he contemplated with a sober and discerning eye 
now on his sickbed. 

One morning, while the plates were clattering in ev- 
ery corner, the patients in Parabukin’s ward were called 
ont for examination and he was left alone. This was all 
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done in haste and caused some excitement, because it 
upset the hospital routine well known to everyone. -A 
few minutes later, the glass door of the ward was cur- 
tained with a sheet and a chair was substituted for the 
wooden stool at Parabukin’s bedside. Another minute 
passed and a strange doctor, whom Parabukin had never 
seen, came in. His head was shaven, he wore gold-rimmed 
glasses; the clean white hospital coat thrown over 
his shoulders was obviously not his size. He was accom- 
panied by a huge, heavily-moustached man, who paused 
in the doorway and carefully covered all the chinks 
with the sheet. 

As the doctor sat down by the cot, the white coat. 
slipped from his shoulders, and Parabukin saw the gen- 
diurme’s uniform. 

Parabukin knew the ranks in the gendarme police 
from. the days when he had worked on the railway. 
Lieutenant-Colonels travelled first class—they were the 
tiptop people. They behaved like the princes of their 
own exclusive domain within the railway kingdom isolat-: 
ed from the greater world. Despising and fearing them, 
the railway officials, great and small, missed no oppor- 
tunity of demonstrating the supertority of their profes- 
sion over those ogres of the railway stations. Trais. 
conductors turned their backs on non-commissioned gen- 
darme officers, section superintendents pretended not 
to notice company commanders, railway directors and 
general managers responded coldly and reluctantly’ to 
gendarme colonels’ greetings. 

Face to face with Polotentsev, newly arisen out of, 
a doctor’s white coat, Parabukin immediately reverted, 
to his old position as ticket collector on the express. It 
was exactly as though he had slid back the door of a 
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first-class carriage and discovered the formidable occu- 
pant. He was quite prepared to hear a stern reprimand for 
the long-forgotten faulls that had brought him from 
the railway to the doss house. 

He raised himself a little, staring dumbstruck at the 
Lieutenant-Colonel. Parabukin had lost a lot of flesh 
these days and his shock of hair and beard had grown. 

“Keep lying down,” Polotentsev ordered. “In consid- 
eration of your illness IT have come in person to take 
down your evidence.” 

The things Parabukin subsequently heard astonished 
him even more than the gendarme’s sudden appearanee. 
The Lieutenant-Colonel was not in the least interested, 
he found, in his past and his career on the railway. He 
wanted to know the reason why Tsvetukhin and Pastu- 
khov had visited Tikhon Parabukin at the doss house 
and the purpose for which they had then gone to Me- 
Yody's home. 

Hardly had the interrogation commenced, than the 
recollection of the strange visitors’ inexplicable appear- 
ance at Easter assumed brilliant colours in) Tikhon’s 
eyes. It was perfectly clear to him now that the visitors 
xad not come for nothing, in any case not with the in- 
tentions they announced, They had pretended they were 
looking for people who were notable in the doss house 
and at the wharves, and Tikhon remembered that Pastu- 
khov had called them “lions.” (A sudden light broke on 
Tikhon: “So these were the kind of lions you wanted!) 
This was the root of the matter, and since Parabukin had 
nothing to hide, he immediately made up his mind to 
hide at all costs this intriguing conversation about the 
lions. Was he, an old railwayman, going to do a con- 
temptible gendarme a good turn! 
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“I can’t remember a thing about it, your honour,” 
he repeated, “I’d had a drop of vodka.” 

“Yes, but you weren't dead drunk, were you? You 
were still wide awake?” 

‘‘That’s true, I was still wide awake. But I was in the 
middle of one of what I cal] my drinking cycles.” 

“But still—they were trying to persuade you to do 
something?” 

“Quite right, they were. They were talking me into 
selling them my clothes for stage costumes. Olga Ivan- 
ovna, that’s my wife, took them a lot of rags to the 
theatre. She’s a rag woman.” 

‘Perhaps they gave you money?” 

“Money? No, I can’t remember that they did.” 

“And how did you happen to be in Mefody’s house?” 

“Excuse Me mentioning it, but I went to get some- 
thing to put me right after the booze. When I’m in the 
middle of one of these cycles of mine I sometimes even 
beg in the street. So I went to them and they took 
pity on me.” 

“Didn't they demand anything in return?” 

“Yes, they did.” 

“Well, go on, what was it?” 

“They gave me a glass of vodka and they demanded 
that I should clear out.” 

“So that’s the sort you are,” Polotentsev said con- 
temptuously. “Now answer me these questions, without 
that drunken beating about the bush that you’re so fond 
of: when you had that accident when you were hurt on 
the wharf, how did it happen that Tsvetukhin was on 
the spot with you? And why did he take you to the 
hospital? What did he do all that for? What had you 
done for him?” 
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‘“T was unconscious, so I cant tell you.” 

“You were in another of those cycles of yours, } 
suppose?” 

‘No, I can’t say I was. By that time the cycle had, 
with the help of God, come to an end. But the terrible 
injury I got to my ribs knocked me out and I can’t say 
I’ve a clear memory of anything.” 

‘‘Bither you’re about the slyest fellow I've ever seen,” 
Polotentsev concluded angrily, getting to his feet and 
pulling the doctor's white coat over his shoulders, “or 
you’re just a filthy scoundrel!” 

“Quite right,” Tikhon agreed, assuming an expres- 
sion of complete idiocy, so that his emaciated, bearded. 
face looked uncommonly wild. 

“Now look here,” the Lieutenant-Colonel said as he 
was going out. “When you're better, and there's any- 
thing you need, or you fancy a drink, drop in on me at 
the office. And remember what I asked you about. And 
find out down at the wharves who was giving out leaf- 
lets there. I won't forget you, you may be sure. Un 
derstand what I mean?” 

“Damn your eyes!” Parabukin thought to himself 
with triumph when the officer had gone. He felt in an 
excellent humour. The consciousness that he had fooled 
that gendarme tickled him immensely. His opinion of 
himself blossomed out suddenly with youthful, stirring 
vigour: there must be something in him, after all, if a 
big pot, nearly a general, such as the whole station plat- 
form used to make way for, had to come and see him, 
Parabukin. His Excellency the Lieutenant-Colone} 
wouldn't be likely to bother his head coming here about 
some trifle or other! Tikhon Parabukin was a different 
matter! Tikhon Parabukin was acquainted with Mr. Pas- 
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fukhov and Mr. Tsvetukhin. And these gentlemen were 
no doubt marked out for particular notice by someone 
still higher up and that was why. the gendarmes were 
after them. Now, very likely the turning point in’ Ti- 
khon's fortunes would come, his own bright star would 
rise and shed its light on the new path that lay before 
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He was longing to share his hopes and conjectures 
with his neighbours in the ward. But they came back 
ina bad humour to their cots. The bell ringer lay down 
with his back to his neighbour, huddling up as though 
in pain, and when Parabukin spoke to him, did not 
answer, 

“Listen, blockhead,” Parabukin said, “what are you 
turning vour big ugly mug away from me for? You'll 
repent it. ve had that stroke of luck you were telling 
me about a while ago. My heart turns out to be on the 
right side. D’you hear?” 

Without turning round, the bell ringer asked: 

“Was that a heart doctor came round?” 

“Exactly. A heart specialist. A professor, 
rabukin burst out laughing. 

“You wait, thev ll start washing you in the bath 
vet,” his neighbour retorted spitefully, sending the whole 

rard into fits of laughing and coughing. 

Highly offended, Tikhon turned to the wall. He was 
‘certain now that, had it been a laughing matter, he 
would not have been curtained off from curious eyes: 
the sheets still hung over the door.... 

That day Annochka brought him some milk jelly, 
prepared by her mother, and he was more delighted to 
see his little daughter than ever before. She perched on 
the edge of the iron cot and he stroked her thin hand 
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with his big knotty fingers, that had now grown so white 
in idleness, and asked her how her mother and Pavlik 
and the doss house were getting on. 

“Your mother has a hard time of it with you all,” 
he said bitterly. “I haven’t lived the right kind of life, 
my girl.” 

“What's the right kind of life like?’ Annochka 
asked. ‘‘Mamma says that if you didn’t take any 
drink... .” | | 

‘Tm not going to drink any more,” Parabukin informed 
her with a rueful sigh, after thinking a moment. 
“The state of my health won't let me drink from now 
on.’ He drew the child a little closer to him and 
smiled. 

“How would you like it if your father was to be a 
famous man?” 

“What do you mean?” Annochka asked. “Like the 
actors?” 

“Actors, indeed! I mean so as everybody would hear 
about me.” 

“Where? Down on the riverside?” 

“The riverside? They know me well enough there 
as it is. I don’t care a hang for the riverside.” 

“Where else, then?” said Annochka, staring out of 
the window. “Anyhow, you won't ever be like those 
actors. They’re rich.” 

“That’s what you think! Many of them can’t afford 
a ticket, they walk the tracks, but when I was on the 
railway, I used to travel on cushions with springs.” 

“Then maybe you'll go back to work on the rail- 
way?” 

“You're only a little girl,” Parabukin said thought- 
fully, “you can’t understand.” 
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They sat in silence, then Tikhon took a spoon and 
-moved the pan of milk jelly nearer to Annochka. 

“Here, have some of this.” 

She shook her head and moved further off. He took 
a spoonful of the stiff jelly and held it out to her. 

“Eat it, Pm telling you.” 

She licked if off the spoon, swallowed it, closed her 
eyes with salisfaction and moved a liltle further olf. 

“I won't eat it. It’s for you,” she said. “It's .sweet.” 

Suddenly she went closer to her father and asked 
him: 

‘‘What was it the general came to worry you about?” 

“Who's been gabbing to you?” 

“The nurse told me. I was waiting in the passage 
there till they let me come in to you, and she told me.” 

“Tell your mother how famous I am: generals come 
to see me now,” he said, laughing, pleased with his 
joke. 

Then she whispered in fright: 

“He wasn't asking you about Kirill, was he? You 
didn't tell him anything? Kirill’s a good boy.” 

“Your defender,” Tikhon said drily, with a conde- 
scending nod. “Don’t worry, I won't tell on him. Why 
should [?” 

They took leave of each other, as they did each time 
she came to the hospital, comforted and at peace, and 
he was left alone with his thoughts—confused, excited, 
unfamiliar to him.... 

Before he was. quite recovered, he left the hospital 
ane bright summer's day. Everything seemed: new and 
gentle to him—the houses with their few occupants and 
the shullers closed from the sun, the ‘hot breeze that 
every now and then raised a low muslin veil of - dust 
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from the road. That was the way he had felt long ago 
in his childhood—with a kind of wonder at each trifle, 
and rather weak, as though he had been hungry a long 
time. 

By the spirits’ shop at the crossroads he saw two 
ragged men. One was drinking from a bottle of vodka, 
the other was eyeing it to see how much remained. 

“Watch out, or he'll give you short measure,’ Pa- 
rabukin remarked cuttingly as he passed. 

They took no notice of him. He passed them, trying 
to reckon how long it was since he had had a drink. It 
turned out it was over seven weeks. He glanced back. 
The other man was drinking now, his head tilted back, 
the silvery stream pouring down his throat. Tikhon 
stood stock-still. “The cursed bed!” crossed his mind. 
He felt a sickening emptiness in the loins, a drop of 
scmething wouldn’t come amiss. He fingered the silver 
coin in his pocket: once when Olga. Ivanovna had for- 
gotten to bring sugar to the hospital, she had given him 
some money. He went into the spirits’ shop, his knees trem- 
bled when he inhaled the fumes of the place. He bought 
a dram, went out, knocked the cork out and, emptying the 
bottle down his throat, started homewards. But after 
he had passed two or three houses, he decided to give 
back the bottle, returned and, instead of getting the mon- 
ey for it, asked for another dram, casually, as though 
it was for someone else. Thrusting it into his pocket, 
he started out again with a lively, springy gait, thinking 
of how he would soon be sitting in his own corner again, 
having his tea, and talking over with the wife his new 
plans for the life that was now fo take an entirely dif- 
ferent turn. But when he was only a short distance 
from the doss house he realized that if he went in with 
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the bottle, Olga Ivanovna might take it away from him. 
He turned into the gateway of a stone building, and 
drank the vodka leisurely, enjoying the feverish languor 
that spread through his body. The houses in the street 
changed places, tantalizingly, and he muttered ap- 
provingly in his beard: “There’s life in old Parabukin 
yet!” 

When he went in he found Olga Ivanovna sitting 
with Pavlik in her lap. She gave her husband only one 
brief glance of alarm and closed her eyes at once. 

“So you aren’t glad to see me back again?”’ he asked 
in a hurt voice. “Don’t think because I’m weak I’m 
going to live on you. I'll find new work. We'll manage 
to live.” 

“Better for you never to have left the hospital. 
You’ve gone back to your old ways: you can hardly 
stand on your feet,’ Olga Ivanovna pone hiding her 
face in the infant. 

“Now there you are! That’s life for you,” Tikhon 
exclaimed, suddenly remembering his neighbour in the 
ward. “You don’t believe in me, that’s it. But ’'m going 
to change everything, you'll see.” 

He groped for the bottle in his pocket, there was mon- 
ey, too. Then he turned and went out. Olga Ivanovna 
wanted to block the way, she shrieked in a cracked 
voice: “Tisha!” but he ran between the bunks and the 
curtain billowed helplessly behind him. 

Returning to his haunts on the riverside, he went 
on a regular booze. There, in his old lair under the 
warehouse, lying on the matting and sacks, he found 
the understanding and feeling that he had missed; the 
men of his old gang took pity on their former ganger, 
some saying that anyhow, he wasn’t long for this world, 
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others comforting him with the idea that every sickness 
can be cured by vodka. 

Bloated, half-naked, he roamed the riverside, was seen 
occasionally on the wharves, and loading stages, and 
once he dropped in at the doss house, with a present 
for Annochka of two small poppyseed cakes no bigger 
than a finger, in his palm. He was in a mild and peace- 
ful mood but was rambling, mostly about some actors 
with whom he was supposed to be in league and who 
were in his hands. Suddenly he would try to convince 
the first man he met that his noble nature would not 
allow him to die to no purpose; another time he would 
threaten that he would demand a high price for his 
hide; finally, he ran away from home, wandered God 
knew where, until the restless fiery spirit of depression 
brought him to Pastukhov. 

It so happened that Tsvetukhin was at his friend 
Pastukhov's and they were sitting in the twilight, in 
conversation, that leisurely, inwardly wary conversation 
that arises between people of similar experience while 
they are waiting for the evening to draw in. By this 
time, Tsvetukhin had also been interrogated in the gen- 
darmerie, and his future looked ruined and unattractive 
to him. His ignorance of the case that was swallowing him 
up as in a stream of water sucked in by a monstrous 
dull fish, goaded him all the time to puzzle over those 
who were to blame for the occurrence, and the aimless- 
ness of the search annoyed and exasperated him. His 
state of mind was approaching Pastukhov’s and this, too, 
annoyed him. 

Hearing a knock on the door, Pastukhov went to 
open it, and recoiled: Parabukin was frightful to look 
at, the bloated skin was a dull brownish colour, the 
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beard and moustache resembled growths of rotten bark, 
the faded shirt, which had lost its colour, was rent in 
strips from neck to hem and through the rents the pale, 
hairy chest showed. He was barefoot, and his tread when 
he staggered into the room, was inaudible, as though 
he was supported by air. 

“Who are you? Go away,” Pastukhov said, stepping 
back in alarm, 

Parabukin advanced, still apparently treading on air, 
bowing and scraping meaninglessly. 

“Go away, I’m telling you! You’re drunk!” Pastukhov 
repeated, raising his voice to hearten himself. 

“Tsvetukhin. Mr, Actor. Very glad to ..” Tikhon 
said with tolerable distinctness, scrutinizing Egor Pav- 
lovich and advancing on him. “A chance to thank you. 
For your sympathy. For your f-f-ellow f-feeling. Very 
glad indeed. ‘Thank you, I never expected it’-—that’s 
what they say. But I expected it. Just such a noble act as 
this. The helping hand. A man of your opinions couldn’t 
do otherwise. A fighter for truth and the people. I un- 
derstand.” . 

“What on earth are you prating about?” Tsvetukhin 
broke in. 

Tikhon was about to take a seat but Pastukhov 
pushed back the armchair. 

“You have to clear out, do you hear me?” he said 
very distinctly, blocking the way to the table, towards 
which Tikhon was moving. 

“You've no business here. Go away.” 

“There's no point in your hiding your secret 
thoughts,” said Tikhon, sobering down. “I understand 
everything perfectly. And it'll go to my grave with me— 
don’t you worry. The gentleman actor felt for suffering 
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Parabukin. And I'm grateful. He took me to the hospital 
for treatment, because he had the understanding to ap- 
preciate me. That's quite right. Tikhon Parabukin is that 
very ‘lion’ you needed once.” 

“We don’t need anything,’ Pastukhov said with 
rising irritation, 

“You're different,” Tikhon said, turning to him. ‘Per- 
haps you have your own purpose to serve, like your de- 
ceased parent in his time. You want to show that you 
have nothing to do with this. You’re a miserly man. An 
economical person. But Mr, Actor—he has a soul, he’s 
nobility itself.” 

“But what is it you want? Something to sober you 
down, is that it?” Tsvetukhin asked. Parabukin bowed, 
{cuched the floor boards with his finger tips; suddenly 
his knees bent under him and he sat down on the floor. 

“This is the very devil!” Pastukhov exclaimed. 

“If I'm not good enough for an armchair J can sit 
on the floor,” Tikhon said with a smirk. “At present I’m 
a person of low appearance, but only at present! That's 
just it. And when you permit me to be of service once 
more in your sacred work, then I'l] take my rightful placc. 
And then you won't believe that the very Parabu- 
kin before you once sat on your floor.” 

“Look here, it’s time to put an end to this,” Pas- 
tukhov insisted nervously. “We've understood every- 
thing. Say what you want. And that’s the end, the end!” 

“On the contrary, excuse me: I came to ask how I 
could be of service.” 


“We don’t need anything from you. Get up, that’s 
quite enough.” 

“You don’t want anything? Nothing at all? Oh no, 
excuse me. I can quite understand, of course, you want 
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to test me first to see if you can trust me with a secret 
or not. You can!” Parabukin shouted, flinging up his 
arms and shaking them above his head. “Into these hands 
you may entrust your dearest testament and Parabu- 
kin will take it locked in his breast, into the silence of 
the grave. I'll never give you away. | don’t want to live 
for nothing, sirs. I want to serve the sacred cause. Believe 
and trust Parabukin! He’s the very man you're looking 
for. I'll do everything, I’m ready for anything. Trust 
me.” 

‘Now look here, will you be sensible and tel] us 
what you want?” Tsvetukhin asked again. 

“Mr. Actor! And you... Mr. Alexander Pastukhov! 
I declare to you as solemnly as though I was swearing 
on the Bible (he shook his uplifted hand again), as sol- 
emnly as before the life-giving cross, that I devote my- 
self, jointly with you, to the service of the revolu- 
tion!” 

‘Sheer madness! The ravings of a drunkard!” Tsve- 
tukhin said excitedly, starting to pace up and down the 
room. 

“You don’t trust me? You don’t believe the vow and 
the word of honour of a Parabukin? Parabukin shielded 
you from the gendarmes. He took your secret upon him- 
self—the secret of how you came to the doss house to 
recruit people for underground work. Not a word did 
I give away, but kept it nobly to myself.” 

Pastukhov seized Tikhon by the shoulder, shook him 
and dragged him up. 

‘I can see plainly, my lad, that you’re nothing more 
or less than a spy come to provoke us,” he said. “Get up 
and get out before I call the police.” 

“Don’t dare to touch my person!” Parabukin shouted, 
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springing to his feet and advancing challengingly on Pas- 
tukhov. 

Tsvetukin threw himself between them. Tikhon made 
to push him aside, but found both his wrists seized 
unexpectedly; Tsvetukhin squeezed them with gradually 
increasing force. His features looked. suddenly sharper 
and harder, lost their mobility, as he stared fixedly at 
Tikhon. The man tried to wrench his arms loose, and 
stepped back, but Tsvetukhin would not let go and 
took a longer stride towards him, spreading out his 
arms, his whole body almost touching Tikhon’s, and 
steadily pressing his fingers into the wrists. 

“Let go! Take your claws out of me. Aye!” Tikhon 
groaned. “The bed has drained all my strength out of me.” 

He kept retreating more and more helplessly, until 
at last, Tsvetukhin gave him a shove and got him out- 
side the door. 

Pastukhov was standing motionless, watching the 
unexpected scene with his avid but levelheaded concen- 
tration. He saw his friend shut the door, and wring and 
chafe his hands, then raise his head as though irresisti- 
bly drawn by something on the moulding of the ceiling. 
Probably he was living over again the moment he had 
known so long in his fantasies, maybe in his dreams: 
now he was face to face with the villain who had raised 
his hand against him, and he was seizing that hand in a 
merciless grip, forcing the villain to his knees, and 
going on his way, free and majestic. He could raise 
‘ his head still higher because he had removed the villain 
not only from his own path, but from that of the friend 
who was looking at him with such gratitude and love... 
no, he wasn't!—with such disdain and derision, yes, that 
was it, actually derision! 
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Pastukhoy was laughing almost inaudibly. Then his 
laughter grew louder and louder until it became a peal 
and then a roar, and the roar broke off suddenly. There 
was a minute’s silence. 

“You're a poseur, Tsvetukhin,” he said. 

“I don’t know. Suppose I aim. Still, you couldn’t throw 
that monster out und I did.” 

Ignoring the answer as though he had not heard it, 
Pastukhov said: 

“T told you, didn’t 1?—that idol of yours that you 
think so much about would one day take us by the 
throat? We have to pay for your pose, your everlasting 
straining for originality and cffect. What the devil took 
you to that damned doss house, anyway?” 

“TI didn’t force you to go, Alexander.” 

“Perhaps nol. But it’s all through you that everything 
started. All because of you I’m caged up in this yodfor- 
saken place and I can’t move. All because of you I may 
be banned to Lord knows where.” 

“Look here, Alexander, this is a nasty thing to say. 
It’s offensive.” . 

“I don’t care, you can take offence if you want to, 
and go to the devil!” Pastukhov retorted, angrily break- 
ing a match that would not light. 

“Well, I’m going, Alexander,” said Tsvetukhin in a 


husky voice. 

“Yes, do. By all means.” 

“And I won’t come back.” 

“Very glad, I’m sure. At least there’s a chance that 
the ragtag and bobtail and the rest of your lovely favour- 
ites will forget the way to my house.” 

Pastukhov sat down in the armchair facing the win- 
dow and threw one leg over the other. He did not turn 
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his head while Tsvetukhin, slackening his movements 
with an effort, found his cape, hat and stick and passed 
through the door. Then Pastukhov flung the box of match- 
es into a corner, jumped up and darted hither and thither 
about the room, giving vent to explosive exclamatious, 
growling, and spitting viciously, losing all of a sudden 
his habitual picture-like appearance. 

When Tsvetukhin went out into the street, he saw 
Parabukin stretched out on the sidewalk with his back 
to the fence, in that comfortably relaxed pose in which 
one may lie on a couch, with one’s legs crossed and an 
arm under the head, gazing pensively at nothing. He 
seemed to be weeping. In the softened evening light the 
bloated brownish cheeks shone with moisture. Perhaps 
he was grieving that the chance of changing his life was 
gone forever, that the heart in that long-suffering breast 
was on the left side, like that of all ordinary mortals, 
and therefore there was nothing in him to arouse the cu- 
riosity of a cold and aging world. Who could tell? 
From a distance his vague, moist face with its mane of 
hair looked almost handsome. 

Tsvetukhin gave him a brief glance, swung his cape 
lightly around him and crossed the street. 


* 97 ad 


AT LONG LAST Vera Nikandrovna was informed when to 
come for an answer to her petition. Lisa was determined 
to go with her. 

The Prosecutor’s reception room was being repainted, 
the entrance was through the yard, and the people wait- 
ed in a corridor furnished with bare wooden couches. 
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At the beginning of office hours there were no visitors. 
Painters passed by, whistling, with their buckets and 
brushes, and a caretaker followed, grumbling about the 
dirty footprints they left on the floor. 

Vera Nikandrovna was intending to go into the office 
when she encountered Oznobishin. He recognized her 
as a frequent visitor, said he would tell the Assistant 
Prosecutor that she was waiting and invited her to sit 
down. 

“Are you together?” he said, pausing a moment and 
addressing himself to Lisa. 

“Yes, she has come with me,” Izvekova replied. 

“In connection with the same case?”’ 

“No, we just happened to be going in the same direc- 
tion, so we dropped in here together.” 

“Excuse me, but you’re—er—Meshkova, aren't you? I 
saw you at Commencement, didn’t I?” 

“Yes,’”’ said Lisa. 

“Now I'll show you up!” Oznobishin’s calculating 
glance said. “True, you're not to blame for anything and 
deserve all sympathy,” the sympathetic lines about the 
mouth said. “But what a satisfaction to gloat over the 
fact that all you tried to hide has already been found 
out,” the furtive derisive smile objected. “There's no get- 
ting away from it now, you’re in for it, but don’t be 
frightened, I won’t touch you,” the look of goodwill and 
gvod nature consoled and encouraged. 

“Did you want to know something?” Lisa asked, em- 
barrassed by the silent play of expression on this unfa- 
miliar face. 

“I only wanted to know if your business was the 
same as Mrs. Izvekova’s,” Oznobishin said slyly, as. rub- 
bing his small effeminate hands, he went into the office. 
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“What a curious person,” Lisa said. “He must know 
everything about Kirill, mustn’t he? Why didn’t you ask 
him?” 

“I spoke to him once and all he said was: “To answer 
questions of this kind is within the jurisdiction of the 
Assistant Prosecutor.’ Ah, Lisa,’’ Izvekova sighed, press- 
ing her shoulder gently against the girl’s, as though 
seeking support, “it means all my life to me and for 
them it’s only a case, one in a hundred.” 

A peal of laughter came from round a turn in the 
corridor. Two young officials were strolling towards the 
exit. One, plump-faced and freshly-shaven, was talking 
to his lean colleague, hanging on his arm and pausing at 
every step. 

“And then what do you think our sprightly little bar- 
rister does? He asks permission to speak and then, as 
bold as brass, he says, ‘as far as concerns the articles 
to which reference was made by the Prosecutor, he ought 
to have turned his attention to the explanation of the Sen- 
afe Commission re—Number 1215, May10th, 1899, which 
puts an entirely different complexion on the case.’ He sits 
down. The court adjourns. The Prosecutor rushes off to 
the library and—can you imagine it?—he doesn’t find 
either the number or anything like it, nor even that par- 
ticular date in May in the Senate decisions. Off he goes 
to the barristers’ room, beside himself with rage, as you 
may suppose, and declares that the counsel for the de- 
fence has deliberately led the court astray, since no 
such explanation by the Senate as the barrister referred 
to exists. Whereupon His Impudence the barrister replies 
coolly: ‘Well, of course, I may have heen mistaken. 
But you ought to have pointed this out to the court while 
it was sitting; now it’s too late, your temperament can 
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no Jonger have any influence on the case!’ How do you 
like that, eh?” 

Once more the high falsetto laughter rang through 
the corridor, and the lean man finally dragged his stout 
companion on his arm to the door. 

As soon as the echo of the laughter had died away, a 
prisoner appeared around the turning with a clanking 
of fetters. He was escorted by a guard. They chose a 
place almost opposite, but somewhat to the side, of the 
bench on which Lisa and Izvekova were seated and sat 
down quietly, with an air of people accustomed to wait- 
ing patiently for long stretches of time. 

The prisoner was a tall man, with a narrow handsome 
face and an_ intelligent but constrained expression 
in the eyes, and no light or movement in the dull pupils. 
His small, well-cut mouth that looked as though it might 
have been drawn from a picture, was compressed within 
brackets of bitter wrinkles, and the shade of the ill-shav- 
en beard made the cheeks blue. He sat with his knees 
apart, the narrow chain hanging down between his legs 
from under the rough jacket, forking towards the an- 
kles. Some links of it touched the floor. The guard be- 
side him was stumpy. A long revolver hung at his hip. On 
the shiny greased surface of the black holster every part 
of it, from the trigger and drum to the huge sight, could 
be discerned. As he sai down the guard shifted his re- 
volver from the hip to the thigh, so that the holster 
reached the knee. He rubbed his straw-yellow eyebrows 
with his fists and cleared his throat threateningly. Both 
the men sat looking at the women. 

Lisa was agitated by the fixed stare of the prisoner. 
The motionless, magnetizing and fathomless depths of 
his pupils awakened fear and at the same time a kind 
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of respect. Young and evidently strong, the man was 
concentrated on something, but his face seemed to have 
renounced forever the expression of the movement of his 
thoughts. It was not dead, this face, it had animation, 
but it was a frozen animation, like that in a painted 
portrait. 

With an effort Lisa withdrew her gaze from the strange 
young man’s eyes. Turning to Vera Nikandrovna, she 
saw that she too, was staring fascinated at the prisoner. 
Then Lisa, irresistibly and fearfully drawn, looked again 
at the prisoner and suddenly noticed that his mouth had 
lost something of its portrait-like regularity, and wore a 
childishly-peevish expression. She whispered to Vera Ni- 
kandrovna: 

“Do you think we could do anything for him?” 

“You mean give him something?” the elder woman 
asked, not understanding. 

“Yes, but I haven't anything with me. Have you?” 
Vera Nikandrovna opened her reticule. 

“Only—you give it to him, I can't,’ Lisa urged. 

In a cautious tone Vera Nikandiovna inquired of the 
guard: 

“Will you allow me to give him something?” 

“Charity? Yes, you may give him charity,” the guard 
assented graciously. 

She went up to the prisoner. He held out his hand 
and took the money without a word, only drawing his 
knees together involuntarily, so that the fetters spoke for 
him in their own language. 

“Flow much?” the guard asked. 

The prisoner unclenched his fist, and the guard count- 
ed the coins, fingering them, then nodded his head, al- 
lowing the man to put them away. 
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“You might go and buy a bit of shag,” the prisoner 
said to the guard, moving his lips with reluctance. 

The guard pushed back his cap and scratched his 
poll, then settled his cap again. 

“And what if they send for you in the office?” 

“If they manage it by dinnertime, it'll be a won- 
der.” 

“That depends,” the other said doubtfully. 

“D’you think I won’t find the door without you or 
something?” the prisoner asked after a minute’s thought. 

‘You'll find it all right. But supposing they ask where 
the escort is?” 

They talked without looking at each other, eyeing the 
women meanwhile. The guard, steadying the revolver 
with one hand, pulled a tin box out of his pocket with 
the other and tapped it with his nail. Opening it, he 
placed it on the seat and he and the prisoner started to 
roll cigarettes. It seemed the only thing that existed for 
them: their movements were so solemn and reverent 
that they might have been busy at an altar instead of a 
common tin box that had held acid drops. As they were 
finishing their smoke, the guard resumed, as though the 
conversation had never been interrupted: 

“We'll buy some... on the way home.” 

“Home!” Lisa exclaimed in surprise, partly to Vera 
Nikandrovna and partly to the guard. 

He gave an indulgent chuckle, like a grandfather 
who has startled a child for fun, and explained gra- 
ciously: 

“Back to prison, young lady.” 

Vera Nikandrovna, pressing her hands to her breast 
as she always did when she was excited, and leaning for- 
wards, half rising from the couch, asked: 
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“You'll excuse me, I only want to ask.... Would you 
mind telling me.. . What does it mean when.... You 
see I have a son who is under arrest temporarily. And 
up till now they allowed me to bring him his linen. And 
now they’ve forbidden it all of a sudden. You wouldn't 
care to tell me ... why they should do so?” 

“That all depends...” the guard said. 

The prisoner glanced down at him and asked: 

“Is he... a political prisoner or a criminal, your 
son? 

“Oh, no, of course he isn’t a criminal!” Vera Nikan- 
drovna protested in alarm. 

The prisoner looked at her and his face was still as 
handsome, only with a touch of malice in the immobility 
of the regular features. 

“T don’t know about political prisoncrs,” he said, “but 
with us they stop taking in linen and the like from out- 
side when prisoners are starting out for penal servitude 
or they've been put in the punishment cell.” 

“Right!” the guard said in confirmation. 

‘Good Heavens!” burst from Vera Nikandrovna’s lips. 
Lisa looked at her in alarm. 

Some ladies came in from the yard, then several pris- 
oners were led through the corridor, and the building 
echoed to the tramp of heavy boots and there was a sti- 
fling smell] of much-worn cloth. The people were swal- 
lowed up by the rooms, the turnings in the corridors, the 
labyrinth of the rambling old house. New people came 
to take the place of those who had vanished, the vast 
unwieldy machine was consuming instead of fuel a 
steadily increasing flow of petitioners, prisoners, accused, 
witnesses and plaintiifs. 

When the traffic was at its height, the figure of Pas- 
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tukhov emerged as though from the midst of it. Here, as 
everywhere he went, his air of careless ease and self-asser- 
tion, his carriage, attracted attention. Everyone in the 
corridor was watching him and he would probably have 
noticed no one, had Vera Nikandrovna not started up from 
the bench as he passed. 

“How do you do, Alexander Vladimirovich,” she said 
in the pleading, agitated tone that was becoming habitual 
with her lately. ““Would you be so kind as to tell me, if 
you know it, whether you were troubled in connection 
with the same case as Kirill, or something quite differ- 
ent.” 

Pastukhov’s cheeks twitched and creased in his usu- 
al impenetrable plaster smile and he glanced at Lisa. At 
the same moment he shook hands perfunctorily with 
Izvekova and muttered indistinctly. 

“You see.... It’s quite impossible to make out what's 
going on. My own impression is that it’s a Chinese puzzle. 
They keep bowing and asking me not to worry, but I 
can’t for the life of me understand what all this petti- 
fogging means. The fact is that they seem to associate 
me with some case, but what exactly it’s all about—I 
really couldn’t tell you.” 

He kept looking at Lisa, who had got up from her 
seat like a schoolgirl. 

“I believe we’ve met before, haven’t we?” he said ina 
half-inquiring tone, bowing and scraping his feet. “It’s 
really so dark here.... You must excuse me... but are 
you waiting to see the Assistant Prosecutor, too?” 

“Yes, I expect to be called in just now,” Vera Nikan- 
drovna replied. “We’ve been here a long time.” 

He realized at once that if they went in before him, 
his situation would be still further complicated by the 
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fact of his being second, and it would be easier to give 
him a refusal. His cheeks lifted a little. 

“TI hope you won't mind if I ask you to let me go in 
before you? I have a frightful headache. As a matter of 
fact. I didn’t sleep all night. 

Vera Nikandrovna agreed without a moment's hesi- 
tation, even hastily, and he went briskly into the 
of fice. 

He was not there very long. He came out a changed 
man: all his picturesqueness had faded, he moved dully, 
wearily. As he sat down by Izvekova, puffing and sighi- 
ing, he said: 

“They asked me to wait. To wait—that’s what the 
politeness of officials amounts to!” 

Scrutinizing the prisoner with his weary but insati- 
able look, he stuck his thumb under his lower lip and 
observed to Lisa with a sly chuckle: 

‘That’s the way they do—they put you in iron fetters 
and off you march into penal servitude. And you cant 
do anything about it! This is the very devil!” 

“What exactly are you applying to the Prosecutor 
about?” Vera Nikandrovna asked. 

““T want him to cancel the order for me not to leave the 
town. I can't budge from the place, I’m stuck, It’s mon- 
strcus! I asked to see the Prosecutor, and they told me it 
was against the rules. And what are the rules? Write an 
application, they said, the Prosecutor will consider it. I'm 
telling you, it’s no better than China here!” 

“You know, you're quite right!’ Vera Nikandrovna 
agreed eagerly, ready to confide the whole story of her 
repeated visits to the place, when at that moment her 
name was called. 

Oznobishin conducted her to the Assistant Prosecutor's 
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office. Now she knew that room, the windows with the 
linen blinds, the impressive desk in the middle, the three 
armchairs at a distance from them, and the official who 
looked like an indispensable part of the furniture. Ris- 
ing slightly in his chair, he pointed to an armchair 
and sat down again without bending. Not the slightest 
crease or wrinkle was visible on his white starched jacket. 
As soon as his visitor had seated herself, he informed 
her, grinding out words that had been selected once and 
for all: 

“Tis Excellency the Prosecutor of the Court has tak- 
en a decision concerning your request: it is refused in 
view of the absence of grounds for mitigation of the con- 
dilions of detention.” 

He glanced at Izvekova. She turned slightly pale but 
was Silent. 

“Have you any questions to ask?” 

“Ts this final?” 

“You applied for your son to be released over your 
Signature as surety, indicating ill-health as a reason. No 
grounds were found for this. Your son is in good 
health.” 

“Is this final?’’ Vera Nikandrovna repeated in a low 
voice. 

“That is—what do you mean by final? He is well 
at present. Should he fall ill, a reason will arise, evi- 
dently.” 

“I want to know—is there really no more hope?” 

“He will be in custody until the end of the inquiry 
and the verdict of the court.” 

“But what am I to do now?” she’ asked with help- 
less simplicity, 

“You can apply for him to be let out on bail.” 
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“Can 1?” she asked in a tremor of agitation. “But 
how—would you be so kind as to tell me how that is 
to be done?” 

“Send in a petition to His Excellency.” 

‘No, what I really wanted to say, was—I must pro- 
vide the money, is that it?” 

“Yes.” 

‘T understand. But I want to know how much? How 
much money would be needed?” 

“The amount of money required will be determined 
only if and when His Excellency considers it possible to 
mitigate the conditions of detention.” 

“But I must know what it is? How much would it 
take? A few hundred or perhaps even a_ thousand 
rubles?” 

“I can only refer to precedents, without stating any- 
thing definite beforehand. Several thousand. It is rarely 
more than ten in practice.” 

“But,” Vera Nikandrovna’s mouth widened in a child- 
like smile and the lines on her brow twitched, “where 
could I get a sum like that? I haven't anything like 
it.” 

The Assistant Prosecutor got up again. 

“You must excuse me: the question is a purely per- 
sona] matter, concerning you alone, and so J]....” 

He spread his hands in a gesture, suggesting that all 
this was outside his sphere, and bowed his head. 

“Thank you, oh, thank you,” Vera Nikandrovna said 
with a catch in her breath as she minced hurriedly out 
of the room. 

Lisa was waiting for her at the very door of the office. 
They passed the prisoner and his guard, who no long- 
er took any notice of the strangers’ eyes watching them. 
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Pastukhov had vanished, the wooden couch was occupied 
by a new lot of people. 

It was very bright in the yard. Puffs of cloud detached 
from the flocks floated in the sky. Their startling 
while was repeated down below on earth in barrels and 
hods, smeared with whitewash, and a huge square case 
with turquoise lime ready mixed. The painters, whitened 
from head to foot and exuding clouds of chalk, were 
engaged in their cooking. Near at hand stood low piles 
of trimmed boards. As soon as Vera Nikandrovna and 
Lisa reached the piles, they sat down on them as though 
they had previously agreed upon it. 

In their silence, which was unbroken by a sound, 
there was the fear, poignantly guessed at by each in the 
other, of admitting that a decisive and possible irrevo- 
cable change had taken place in the affair about which 
they had come here. They were tormented by their silence 
and slill kept speechless, not knowing how best to spare 
each other at such a moment. The white dust settled 
thinly on them, they swallowed it, but it did not occur 
to them to move aside, to leave this yard, and go further 
away from this house, which drew them as a magnet. 
They looked at the dispassionate facade with the straight 
lines of its windows, with equal spaces of wall in between, 
but they were hardly in a state to say where they were 
looking, any more than they were in a state to understand 
why they were sitting in the dust. 

‘Hey, young ladies, mind your hats!” shouted a 
cheery painter with great satisfaction, as he emptied a 
sack of lime into the big box and leapt back from the 
rising cloud of thick white dust. 

In the tone of one suddenly awakened, Lisa asked: 

“Has anything happened?’’ 
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“No, nothing,’ Vera Nikandrovna promptly replied. 
“On the contrary. Quite the contrary. I was told that he 
is perfectly well. Thank goodness for that.” 

“And what about your application? Will they release 
him?” 

“Kirill? No. At least, they will, of course, only not on 
the terms I had thought of. On bail—I have to make a 
deposit.” 

“What kind of a deposit?” 

“I can see you don’t understand. I have to deposit a 
sum of money—that is, I have to give it or subscribe it— 
however you like to put it. Then they will release him, 
you understand?” 

“You mean they'll release him for money?” 

“Yes, that’s it. If I deposit this money, it'll be returned 
later. When he has been cleared.” 

“Then why should you have to deposit money if it has 
to be given back anyhow, afterwards?” 

‘It won’t be given back unless, only in case, I mean... 
when he’s cleared. Why can’t you understand? It's 
bail, you see?” 

‘Yes, I understand,” said Lisa, rather frightened and 
hurt now. “I can understand: it’s just for the time being, 
temporarily.” 

“Yes, that’s right, for the time being.” 

‘How much have they agreed to release him for?” 

“Oh, they haven’t definitely agreed yet,” Vera Nikan- 
drovna snapped, then suddenly threw her arms around 
the girl and pressed her face to the young cheek. “There! 
Forgive me, my love, forgive me. You see it’s just a 
kind of... a matter of form.” 

“Yes, that’s what I meant. I understand that it’s a 
matter of form,” Lisa repeated in a still more injured 
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fone, at the same time deeply agitated and feeling the 
smarting tears in her eyes. 

Almost at once they began to talk with more concen- 
tration and soberness than usual. 

‘‘A petition will have to be written,” Izvekova said, 
“and the thing is—wherc is money to be found?” 

‘Now let’s think.” | 

“Yes. I have a few things. Quite good things. I could 
pawn them. And perhaps sell something. There are our 
engagement rings.” 

“T can give a ring, too. I have one with an aqua- 
marine. I never wear it anyhow and they wouldn't know 
about it at home,” Lisa said hastily. “And afterwards it 
could be got out of pawn again.” 

“Of course,” Izvekova agreed. “But still this all 
amounts to very little.” 

‘How much would we need?” 

“Oh, ever so much. Good heavens! What am I talking 
about?” Vera Nikandrovna exclaimed in sudden, over- 
whelming despair. 

She sat leaning forward, with her elbows resting on 
her knees, and seized her head in her shaking hands. 

“But I need thousands! Many thousands! Where, 
where on earth am I to get it, my God?” 

“Oh, you mustn’t get upset like this,’ Lisa said in a 
weak voice, “let's think about it calmly.” 

“Ah, my dear, what is there to think about? Only a 
rich man could pay such a sum. A man like your father, or 
someone richer, perhaps. Now, if your father had takena 
different attitude to poor Kirill, if he had raised no ob- 
jection to your marriage, he might have helped. He 
would have done that, wouldn’t he? He isn’t your enemy, 
after all.” 
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“Very likely,’ Lisa said, in a vague way, as though 
answering herself. ‘I never told you—you must forgive 
me for that—but father is planning a very different 
future for me, according to his own ideas.” 

“Marriage?” Vera Nikandrovna asked, straightening 
herself and tucking her hair away under her hat. 

Lisa nodded her head ruefully. 

“And what does your mother say? You don't mean 
she agrees?” 

“She doesn’t. But then... vou don't know my 
father.” 

“But he knows that you and Kirill love each other!” 
Vera Nikandrovna protesied with a flash of jealousy. 
“How can he force you into a marriage with any- 
one?” 

“He always forces people, including himself.” 

It seemed to Vera Nikandrovna that the girlshe knew 
so wel] and who was so dear to her, the girl who had 
only just been seated beside her, had suddenly vanished. 
In this numb and somehow faded creature she discerned 
an obstinate struggle against overwhelming odds for a 
decision that eluded her. If Lisa had been asked what 
issue she was fighting for so secretly, she could not have 
defined it. She only knew that she was striving towards a 
decision, but she was unable to believe that she would 
take it and that it would be carried out through her 
agreement to marry a man whom she did not want to 
marry. She was more inclined to the opinion that she would 
take acontrary decision—disobey her father and refuse to 
marry, but, since she had already turned down the 
suggestion to disobey, it was hard for her to decide 
anything. 

“Who is this man?” Vera Nikandroyvna demanded 
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heatedly, looking into Lisa’s face with a sympathy that 
was almost agony. 

“A man called Shubnikov.” 

“That rich man?” 

“Yes.” 

“The rich Shubnikov?” Izvekova repeated incredu- 
lously. 

“The very same,” Lisa told her, and a spark of mis- 
chief, a hint of a mocking smile, lit up her face for a 
second. “He's crazy about me.” 

She fell silent in sudden dreadful embarrassment, 
alert, slowly following the train of thought that had 
come upon her unawares. 

Then Vera Nikandrovna recoiled and rose quickly to 
her feet. She seized the girl’s hands and tugged at them 
as though striving to rouse a heavy sleeper. She spoke 
sternly, as she might have if she was admonishing a 
pupil who had behaved badly. 

“What were you thinking of? Answer me. Tell me 
what you're thinking of just now? Say something. Could 
I have been mistaken in you? You don’t say anything.... 
So it’s true?...” 

Without releasing the girl’s hands, she sat down again. 

“It's this way, my dear, dear girl,” Izvekova said very 
tenderly, “my silly girl... my greathearted girl. If you 
could think for a moment that the same desperate idea 
came into my sick, unfortunate head as into yours, I give 
you my word—nothing of the kind ever happened. | 
swear to you. I swear on Kirill’s life... .” 

She waited a moment, then stroked the girl’s hands 
and patted them. 

“If you are going to get married simply because your 
father wants you to, that'll be terrible. It will be.a fool- 
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ish and a dreadful thing todo. But if you have something 
clse in mind...if you're going to marry so as to 
help Kirill.... Because I know that’s what you were 
thinking just now.... If you are going to do it for the 
sake of that unfortunate bail, that’s out of the question 
anyliow, it will be unprincipled and shameless. | wouldn't 
take the money...I certainly wouldn’t take any money 
from you. That’s out of the question. God bless you, 
sillv child!” 

Lisa turned abruptly away from her. For a long while 
they sat without speaking. Then Vera Nikandrovna said 
in the tone of a mother: 

“Tidy your hair. Look, there's Pastukhov.” 

Alexander Pastukhoy was quite close, walking to- 
wards the gate with his usual independent careless bear- 
ing. He nodded familiarly as soon as he noticed them. 
As he was passing, he took a step towards them, then 
paused and kept at a distance, so that they would not 
think he was going to stop. 

“T can see plainly we’re comrades in distress!” he 
said, shaking his head ruefully. “You've been refused. So 
have I. Well, well, it looks as if we were on the road to 
ruin!” 

He clicked his tongue like a little boy, and gave the 
rambling facade of the building a long look of dislike. 

“Courts of law,” he said very distinctly, with an un- 
pleasant smile. “Quick trial! Well, we'll know in future. 
We live and learn.” 

His cheeks broadened in a forced smile. 

“Why are you sitting here in this awful dust? I can 
feel it in my nose. I must be going, so excuse me. And I 
advise you to try and get a breath of fresh air—in the 
Limes, at least. Clear the head of all this rubbish.” 
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He nodded his head in the direction of the house and 
raised his panama gracefully. 

The street seemed pleasantly colourful to him, he 
purposely chose the consoling details and dwelt on them— 
for instance, the Chinese doll that nodded its head in the 
window of the tea merchant’s, the curious vessels filled 
with bright-coloured liquids in the windows of the chem- 
ist’s shop, the gay ginghams shown in the arcade, and 
the ladies with birds in their enormous hats. 

Yet he was frightfully depressed. The play was not 
going well, he had lost his taste for it. The season was 
wasted. Moscow has ceased its telegraphic assaults, its 
passion for the play having given way to indifference. It 
might demand damages next. Pastukhov saw _ himself 
doomed to oblivion. A strange, confused dream haunted 
him, broken several times in the night when he awoke, 
only to drift into a heavy unrefreshing slumber: he saw 
valises cluttering the room and he had to hurry. He kept 
trying to thrust a case of mathematical instruments into 
his side pocket, but it would keep slipping out. Beside 
him stood a student called Karlson, whom he had known 
long ago, and he was stripped to the waist, plump and 
rosy, wearing a lace ruff like Pierrot. An actress with 
inky circles for eyes was sprawling on a couch, smoking 
a cigarette. Karlson stretched himself out beside her, and 
her hushand, a shy, rather pathetic man in the uniform 
of a railway engineer, paid no attention to them but was 
explaining something about a kindergarten to Pastu- 
khov. In the next room children were playing a ring 
game, There were a great many and Pastukhov had to do 
something for them but could not because he was going 
to be late for the train as it was, and the case of instru- 
ments kept sliding out of his pocket. He caught it; pushed 
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it back, under his jacket, and it fell out once more. 
Then the railway engineer handed him someone's comb, 
and he started to do his hair. There he stood, combing 
his hair with somcone else’s comb, passing it through 
the hair in the wrong -direction, so that it fell over his 
brow, and Pierrot Karlson watched him with colourless, 
sterilized eyes, and this lasted an interminable time, 
while Pastukhov kept on being late and hurrying, hurrying, 
with growing horror at his own helplessness before the 
increasing number of valises in the room. 

Even the memory of this nonsensical dream depressed 
him and he felt relief when he suddenly heard 
Mefody calling his name in the Limes where he was 
wandering sadly. Mefody’s face brightened with his thick- 
lipped smile as he walked alongside, telling Pastukhov de- 
lightedly that he had not seen him for an age, that a 
gfeat deal of water had gone under the bridges since 
their last meeting and so on and so forth. Pastukhov in- 
terrupted him with: 

“You know what, old man—you don’t happen to have 
a dream book, do you?” 

“Oho! So it’s come to that, has it? It’s got under your 
skin?” Mefody said, laughing. “No, I haven’t got a dream 
book, but I know a wise woman, a fortune-teller, I could 
take you to her, if you like.” 

‘Well, look here, what does it mean if you see a set 
of mathematical instruments in your dreams? You don’t 
know, I suppose?” 

“This is what your dream, being interpreted, means, 
my boy,” said Mefody solemnly. ‘“‘When you don’t touch 
alcoho} for a long time you begin to see scientific instru- 
ments. This is the intellect getting the better of human 
nature, Yes, it’s a bad omen—mathematical instruments.” 
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“I can see myself it is. But an old seminarist like you 
has no right to laugh at superstition. All’ seminarists are 
cynics, as everybody knows. Still, Vladimir Solovyov, 
the philosopher carried a nutgall in his pocket alt his 
life, because he believed it to be a radical remedy for 
piles.” 

“Philosophers are like that.” 

‘But excuse me, here’s a case of an artist, not a phi- 
losopher. Take Levitan—what an artist! Eh? Did you 
ever hear that he suffered from dilation of the aorta, 
and carried clay on his chest, a whole bag of it?” 

“All right, you’ve convinced me,” Mefody . said, 
bowing his head meckly. “But I don’t think it’s right to 
accuse me of cynicism. I really belicve that dreaming 
of instruments is a bad sign. When Tsvetukhin is in 
the mood for inventing something, he raves about 
mechanisms.” 

“Oh, shut up about your friend Tsvetukhin,” Pastu- 
khov growled contemptuously. 

“Ha, you're ashamed of yourself, aren't you?” Mefo- 
dy said reproachfully. “1 can see you are. Imagine quarrel- 
ling with a friend like that! Such a man! Why, Tsve- 
tukhin’s a real genius.” 

“He's a born fool, and not a genius.” 

‘Well, the two often go together, But I can tell you 
beforehand that when your biographer comes to that 
passage where you drove a great actor from your house, 
he will call it a blot on your life.” 

“1 don't give a hang for any biographer.” 

Standing stock-still, Pastukhov burst out angrily: 

“All right, your genius can come to see mel I don’t 
object. But I’m not the man to go to him first.” 

“He's proud, he won't come,” Mefody protested with 
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a touch of alarm. “It was you who drove him out, he 
didn’t drive you out.” 

“I’m proud, too.” 

Pastukhov drew Mefody towards a bench, made him sit 
down, and sank down heavily on the bench beside him. 

“The devil himself mixed me up with you and Egor!t 
Now I can't get away, all because of this idiotic promise 
I gave in writing not to leave the town. I’ve had to stop 
work, I’ve let the theatre down. Think of it—I’ve got to 
sit here and wait. Wait for what, I'm asking you?” 

“TI can feel for you,” Mefody responded peaceably. 
“But how are we to blame? Egor and I are suffering too. 
Yesterday Meshkov turned up at my place and gave me 
a week’s notice to quit the ‘wing’ in the yard. Why? Be- 
cause, you sce, he wants to pull down all the buildings 
there, so as not to have any more tenants. He says: ‘We 
want to keep clear of trouble. I tried to talk him round. 
But he wouldn't hear of it. ‘You're a suspect,’ says he, 
‘the police have their eye on you, and that doesn’t suit 
me.’ I argued and argued, but I might as well have 
talked to the wall. He’s the master of the house, when 
all’s said and done.” 

“Where will you go now?” 

“IT don’t care. I can go to the doss house, if it comes 
to that.” 

Pastukhov blinked, sighed, broke off a branch of 
acacia and began to pick off the leaves. 

“When I go away, you can live at my place till the 
lease runs out,” he said graciously. Then, suddenly flar- 
ing up again: “But how on earth can I go away?—that's 
the point. Listen to me, seminarist. You're a clever fellow. 
Give me a bit of advice: how am I, how are we all to extri- 
cate ourselves from the toils? It’s driving me into such a 
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state of melancholy that I’m nearly ready to plunge into 
a love affair.” 

With an unwearying melancholy he stared at the 
damsels who had appeared among the flower beds. 

Mefody ruminated awhile, and then, his eyes narrow- 
ing thoughtfully, he delivered himself of his opinions: 

“The brain is no earthly use here. Logic won't get 
us anywhere. What we really need is a touch of the 
transcendental.” 

“Such as, for example, a dream book?” said Pastu- 
khov with a laugh. 

“Something perfectly silly, anyway. The sillier the 
better. For instance, when a chicken happens to be a bit 
elderly, the cook puts a crystal stopper in the pan to 
soften it.” 

“You don’t say so!’ Pastukhov exclaimed in undis- 
suised interest. 

“It's a fact. The same kind of stopper helps to 
soften peas and beans, too.” 

“That’s curious, you know. By Jove, it’s a first-rate 
idea! Funny, I never heard of it before.” 

“So if we could find the kind of crystal stopper we 
need, everything would go swimmingly!” 

Pastukhov was a new man. He stared at Mefody greed- 
ily, with a child’s admiration. Yes, he definitely liked this 
queer fellow with the mark on his nose, and a scent appar- 
ently as keen as a dog’s. Pastukhov burst out laughing. 

“Come along,” he spluttered through uncontrollable 
laughter. “Let’s go and have some fresh Zhiguli beer— 
they sel] it round the corner. Then we'll have a good 
lcok for that crystal stopper!” 

Throwing an arm around Mefody's shoulders, he 
raised him from the bench. 
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* 98 * 


IN THE HIGH MOUNTAINS, when a stone is shifted from its 
place, it sets another rolling, then a third, and 
they bring dozens after them, and these in their 
turn hurl down hundreds, until a whole avalanche 
of rocks and clods rushes into the chasm with increasing 
impetus, reverberating through the mountains, and the 
slopes are veiled in a cloud of smoke-like dust and the 
threatening echo haunts the glens and ravines. Such a 
landslide in the mountains may mean a terrible calamity 
and, once begun, it is too late to regret the first stone 
that was shifted. 

Similarly, a sudden decision may involve a man in 
scores, hundreds of inevitabilities. These bind people, 
catching and clinging to one another, and the actual in- 
evitabilities twine around the seeming ones, and often the 
fictitious inevitabilities grow more powerful than the 
actual, as the echo may seem more threatening than 
the sound that started it. 

The street where the Meshkovs lived had never yet 
witnessed a sight as gorgeous as Lisa’s wedding. The 
impressive procession of carriages, headed by the un- 
approachable cream coach in which Lisa was taken to 
the ceremony and then the young Shubnikov couple was 
brought back from the church, drove through the streets, 
turning, lining up again, crowding the droshkies to the 
side of the road, vanishing for some reason or other, only 
to return in full force to its former place. Now suddenly 
all the carriages would pull up, standing more stiffly and 
solemnly than cannon on the parade ground, and then 
once more start into animation and move on, reflecting 
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the throngs of idlers on the sidewalks in their polished 
surfaces. 

The leaves were falling, but a warm wind was still 
blowing, and people were stifled with heat in the Mesh- 
kovs’ house, where the windows stood wide open. The 
whole strect wanted to peer through those windows, el- 
bow ils way to the festive board, penetrate into all the 
secrets of this wedding, pry into the Shubnikovs’ pockets, 
into Meshkov’s coffers, into the very soul of the bride 
and bridegroom, and the buzz of gossip, tattle and idle 
talk flew from one side of the street to another, flilted 
into the yard, oozed out into the kitchen, and, like a 
draught, burst forth into the street. 

Everything became known to insatiable human curi- 
osity; that the marriage very nearly fell through because 
of the miserliness of Merkuri Avdeyevich, who would not 
give his daughter a dowry; and that Victor Semyonovich 
Shubnikov had begged his aunt to sacrifice her pride, 
and she had sacrificed it because, after all, you had to 
live with a person and not witha dowry; that Meshkov 
had undertaken instead of the dowry to bear the cost of 
the wedding, and now look at the way he was trying to 
dazzle his rich new kindred; that the bridegroom was 
crazy about the bride, but she could not sleep at night for 
grieving. And here, of course, the gossips had to add that 
uccording to an old saying they’d get used to each other 
in time and she would love him, too. And other well-worn 
Sayings in the same vein. And, intermingled with the 
maxims, how much was paid for the incense, and how 
much was given to the choir, and who wore what, and 
who was the first—the bride or the bridegroom ?—to set 
foot on the altar steps, which signified who was going to 
have the upper hand in married life, and which customs 
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had been neglected, and how weddings used to be cele- 
brated in old times; and had the matchmaker received 
many silk dress-lengths. And—heavens above!—tongues 
wag more about a wedding than about any other event 
in life. It was enough for a showily dressed girl to 
appear al a window, fanning herself, for the guessing 
to start on the pavement: who was thal beauty? Was 
she from the bride’s or the bridegroom’s side. It 
was enough for a loud voice to carry above the hubbub 
for people to be all agog, asking: who was_ that 
shouting? Was it the man who gave away the bride? 

Or, perhaps, the matchmaker? Or, maybe, the best 
man? 

And what really did take place, what was actually 
going on in Merkuri Avdeyevich’s house, where there 
was not a corner free of people, where the power was 
taken out of the host’s and hostess’s hands by the 
chefs, cooks, confectioners and waiters, where the thunder 
of the music gave way to volleys of cork popping, the 
deacon’s chanting of the prayers for long life, where 
aromatic fumes titillated the nostrils, and enthusiastic 
cheers merged in a joyous discord. 

_ Any kind of respectable order had long since been 
replaced by gay anarchy, and each guest wanted to Cele? 
brate after his own fashion. 

Nastenka was strenuously trying to turn the merry- 
making to the old style. After a few sips of plum cor- 
dial or any other drink, she would start singing an old folk 
dance tune. Bul no one could join in the old tunes, the 
music broke in every now and then with something quite 
different and, waving her handkerchief, she would start 
a slep dance between the chairs, flashing glances from her 
shiny black eyes, bending now towards the in-laws, now 
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towards the young couple, to whisper compliments in 
their ears. 

Victor Semyonovich’s friends, wearing morning 
coats, and high wing collars, proposed toasts and made 
speeches, and, already past the stage where they could 
appreciate the elaborate confections of the cooks, called 
for sour cabbage and pickled apples. 

The best man, his face suggesting a bun rather burnt 
around the edges, was wearing sideburns and his hair 
was elaborately curled. He thrust out his chest, crackling 
in a starched shirt front with embossed roses, and strove 
valiantly to finish his speech despite the uproar. 

“Remember our childhood, Vityusha,” he shouted, 
swaying a little and stretching out his arms as though 
about to save his friend from a fatal step, “and our pranks 
and the mischief we got into! What words can convey all 
this! It seems so long ago! And then...as the years went 
by, our friendship grew closer. How touching it all is, 
when you come to think of it, by Jove! We watched you 
make an expert cyclist of yourself. Vityal Can we ever 
forget it! Or driving that splendid pacer of yours! What 
energy, what buoyancy! You were the envy of everybody 
as you covered the distances, light as the zephyr. And 
now, look at you, you've outstripped us all on life’s race 
track. You’ve won by a whole length. But we aren’t saying 
goodbye to you, Vitya. We shall meet you again in your 
married state, as we met in childhood and youth. The new 
field that has opened before youis not yet sown 
with flowers. Sow it, my friend, with sweet lilies-of-the- 
valley and violets. And may you live in joy and for your 
own delight, and for the delight of your adorable spouse, 
the ravishingly beautiful Elisaveta Merkuryevna. Permit 
me to call her by the name you use yourself when you 
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bend your head towards her—your dear Lisa. Lisa, my 
dear! May you live in unclouded happiness with the man 
with the heart of gold, met on life’s way. Love him as we 
all love him. On my word of honour, there’s no one like 
him. He’s beyond any price list. He’s priceless. ... We, your 
comrades to the death, Vityusha, we are calling to you in 
our own way, we are calling to you, our famous driver, 
a driver who has no equal: stick it, Vityusha, stick it!” 

For the tenth time the guests surrounded the young 
couple, embracing them, kissing each other, spilling 
the wine, drowning the sound of their own raucous 
voices, 

The eyes of strangers watched Lisa all day, at home, 
out-of-doors and at church. It was becoming natural 
to her to find everyone looking at her with inquisitive, 
curious eyes. The same searching eyes of the dress- 
makers, milliners, hairdressers, bridesmaids, aunts, grand- 
mothers, and Valeria Ivanova, who was limp with agi- 
tation, had watched her before the wedding. 

Lisa’s hair was fluffier than ever. Vivid spots of 
colour rose from cheeks to temples and then flitted 
back to her chin. For the first time she had put on real 
jewellery for grownups, a necklace, Vityusha’s gift, and 
a diamond ring. She had been wearing her engagement 
ring for more than a week now. Besides all these 
things, she had an ostrich-feather fan, a silver chain bag 
which contained a tiny bottle of perfume and a hand- 
kerchief edged with Venetian lace. She could have had 
anything she wished for. The one thing she lacked was 
a moment of privacy, alone. 

What had happened to her resembled in no way the 
state of mind of one who had losta thing of great value 
and was searching for it resthessly, hopefully, No! When 
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she sought a name for her feeling, the only word that 
occurred to her was irrevocability. The whole thing was 
irrevocable. Having once said: let come what come may, 
she had, as it were, renounced the past, and she saw her- 
self as a new, a different Lisa. A granular opalescent gem 
gliltered on the finger of that other Lisa, unknown to her; 
the fan now opened, now closed on her lap and beside 
if appeared a man’s hand, laid heavily on her knee, its 
warmth penetrating the thin silk dress. The former Lisa 
would very likely have tolerated neither the fan nor the 
‘man's hand on her knee, bul to this new Lisa the fan 
seemed luxurious and beautiful, its filmy fronds were del- 
icate, and the man’s hand made her turn her head slight- 
ly to the left and look at the man who was called by 
the unfamiliar name of husband. The former J.isa 
would have turned away abruptly from this black-coated 
‘man with the sharp twists of pale fair moustache at the 
corners of the lips and the dashing, fair locks of hair in 
the middle of his forehead, while this other Lisa looked 
into the small pupils of the humid eyes and smiled con- 
descendingly, if rather sadly. In the midst of the uproar 
and the shouts of the guests, he kissed her several times, 
previously wiping his lips with his starched serviette, She 
noticed that his lips were flabby. But she did not pause to 
think whether she liked this or not. She simply could not 
change anything: everything that was taking place was 
unalterable, the past—irrevocable. She waited, with 
youth's thirst for happiness, to see what would happen 
nexf, 

When the banquet was on the wane and the elderly, 
respectable guests had taken their leave, after drinking 
a hast glass of champagne in the hall and leaving large 
Silver rubles on the tray for the servants, and while 
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Vityusha’s bosom friends were still noisily drinking the 
last of the wine, Lisa slipped out unnoticed to the gallery. 

The distant hills were darkening. Over the ridges the 
last farewell bar of light gilimmered like tinfoil. ‘The 
lower the houses stood on the slopes, the more effectively 
they merged into one dim mass. Against its ashen back- 
ground three familiar pyramidal poplars stood out, sup- 
porting the sky like funeral columns. The day wind had 
not yet dropped; it swept handfuls of black dead leaves 
from the poplars, which scattered and disappeared in 
the darkness. There was no one near the school, by eve- 
ning the streets were too chilly—autumn was advancing 
apace. Would Lisa sce soon again the whitewashed house, 
and its three tal] sentinels that once stood guard over her 
hopes, and now over the memory of her unhappiness? 
When would she stand once more in front of those 
windows—the guardians of all her thoughts and expecta- 
tions? Or perhaps even now, at this quiet moment, just 
as she was in her wedding dress, with leaves of myrtle 
in her hair, she should say through those windowpanes 
her last farewell to all that had been, never to return 
here? 

She was standing thus, oblivious of the merriment 
sround the table, her face almost touching the cool glass. 
Then she gave a start and recoiled from the window: 
Merkuri Avdeyevich, perspiring, mollified, with a slight 
unsteadiness in his springy gait, was coming towards 
her. 

“My little daughter,” he began, doing his utmost to 
strike a note of gentle warmth and intimacy, and trying 
not to slur his words, ‘my only little girl! So you're fly- 
ing from the nest! So I'll never hear your chirruping any 
more? Chirrup, chirrup| Where are you?.,,” 
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He embraced the girl, fumbling with the voluminous 
folds of her bridal veil, and laying his rather ruffled 
head on her shoulder. 

“Do you think it’s easy to part with a daughter? You 
are sad—but think of what your father and mother must 
be feeling. Chirrup, chirrup! Ah, Lisanka! What have you 
to say to me? What have you to say to your father at 
parting, my little sparrow?” 

She raised his head respectfully and put him away. 
Straightening her veil, and stepping back a pace, she 
stared a moment, her brows knitted, at the window. 

“Thank you,” she said at last in a low voice. “I 
have obeyed your will. | have done as you wished. And 
now [ have a favour to ask of you, Papa. I must ask 
you....” 

She paused a moment and pressed her hand on the 
window sill. 

“Tm asking you to spare me...” she said suddenly 
in a louder tone. “I’m not leaving home of my own wish, 
but of yours. Why do you talk like this... about who 
feels it more, and who finds it sweeter? [’ve flown from 
the nest, indeed? Let us never speak of this again. And 
ask Mamma not to cry. It’s too cruel. I can’t stand it. 
Unfortunately... it is still to come. The time of tears is 
ahead of me.” 

Sobered now, Merkuri Avdeyevich looked at her as 
he rocked backwards and forwards gently, his fingers in- 
terlaced behind his back. 

“It isn’t right,” he began, and she heard a stifled sob 
in his voice. “It isn’t right and it isn’t praiseworthy to 
speak like this to your father. You think your father 
has no pity for you and so you'll have no pity for him. 
You reproach me with my will. And you've ‘forgotten 
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that ‘not a hair of your head shall fall without the will 
of Our Heavenly Father. All that is done is done by 
His will alone. You'd forgotten that? And remember this: 
follow your mother’s example and live with your hus- 
band as she does. She never disobeyed me once in the 
quarter of a century we've been together.” 

“Oh, if she had only disobeyed just once!” cried 
Lisa. “I wouldn’t have been all alone today!” 

She let her fan fall and stepped on it. Her father 
stooped heavily, drew the fan from under her foot in 
its white slipper, shook it out and smoothed the feathers. 

“You're going against all reason,” he said, “you ought 
to be thankful and happy that God has been good to 
you and your parents. If you weren’t one of the Shubni- 
kovs now, you might have been tramping the long road 
to penal servitude like... .” 

He broke off but Lisa was staring at him in fright. 


“What do you know about him? Tell me, tell me... 
if you do, I give you my word I'll never mention him 
to you again!” 

“IT know nothing about him. I only thank the Lord 
that He saved you from misfortune. And the fact that 
your thoughts are following him when you’re wedded to 
another man, Is a great sin. Remember, we are sent into 
this life to do our duty.” 

“Ah, who knows what we’re sent into this life for!” 
she cried passionately once more, pressing her hands to 
her brow. At that moment Vityusha’s voice was heard. 

“Lisanka! Lisa! It’s time for us to be going, come and 
say goodbye!”’ 

He was hurrying out to her, his coat flying open. 

“I’ve been looking for you all over the house! Oh, 
you're upset? What’s the matter?” 
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‘No, she isn’t a bit upset, why should she be?” Merkuri 
Avdeyevich assured him, his face brightening with a 
delighted smile. “I’m speeding her on her future way. 
May you live in peace and friendship, my dear children. 


And now... let us go and say goodbye.” 
He linked the arms of the young couple affection- 
ately. 


They all assembled in the drawing-room, forming a 
semicircle with Lisa and Vityusha in the middle. They 
kissed the icon of the Holy Virgin known as ‘‘Assuage 
My Grief” and crossed themselves. Valeria Ivanovna em- 
braced her daughter and wept. Words failed her, she 
expressed herself in tears alone. Silently, with burning 
eyes, Lisa released herself from her embrace, The best 
man with the sideburns took up the icon with a look of 
exaltation and moved rather unsteadily towards the door 
ahead of the newlywedded couple. The guests followed. 

For the third time that day the cream-coloured coach 
with the generalized monogram on the door received Lisa 
into its springy plush bosom. Vityusha sat down beside 
her and put his arms around her waist. On the way they 
laughed at the best man who sat opposite, holding the 
icon on his knees. Lulled by the jogging of the coach, 
he began to nod and finally dozed off. Vityusha had to 
prop him up with his free hand in the chest, his stiff 
bent shirt front emitting a hollow sound like a drum. 

Lisa’s new home welcomed her with two richly-laden 
tables; one was spread with wines and sweets, and on the 
other the Shubnikovs had arranged the wedding pres- 
ents, a jumble of silver, German silver and bronze, in 
which the practical mind of Daria Antonovna with her 
spoons, dishes, sauceboats, knives and forks hobnobbed 
with Vityusha’s frivolity. He had bought aq lot of silly 
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littke ornamental stands, pendants, goblets and figurines. 
The aunt was the experienced skipper fitting out the ves- 
sel for a long voyage, the nephew—a passenger on a 
pleasure trip. 

In general he took life from its lighter, pleasanter 
side, like most of those who inherit it ready-made, built 
by the toil of their predecessors. He did not care much 
for the circumspection of old age, nor did he value es- 
tablished customs if they afforded no pleasure. He 
thought more of modern customs. When all was said and 
done, the old folks had no cinema, they didn’t know 
what a gramophone was, they did not believe that a man 
could fly. Once their wedding was over, they shut them- 
selves up in their rooms and never went anywhere. But 
Vityusha, being a thoroughly modern person, resolved 
to go for a honeymoon at all costs. He meant to go to 
the Crimea for the height of the season, or to St. Peters- 
burg, the city of wonders, where there were competitions 
at the skating rink in the summer enterlainment hall, 
and where, from the islands, you could watch the sun 
sinking into the sea. He drew up a program of ways of 
passing the time for a whole week before the journey, 
memorizing the entertainment advertisements in all the 
newspapers. In short, he belonged to people who knew 
how fo live. 

It was the correct thing to begin by being seen at the 
city theatre. It so happened that Hamlet was staged there 
the day after the wedding. Vityusha had started to 
read it twice as a schoolboy but had fallen asleep over 
it at the same place—soon after the disappearance of the 
ghost. But he thought it would not look well if they 
went to Everybody’s Art Theatre, though there was a 
play running under a very respectable sort of foreign 
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title, Gaudeamus. You could not say as much for the 
Ochkin Theatre, where they played Old Times and even 
The Woman Convict. It would seem queer, certainly, if 
they were seen straight after their marriage at The Wom- 
an Convict! As far as Lisa was concerned, the question 
simply did not arise: it appeared that, to Vityusha’s as- 
tonishment, she adored Shakespeare. He could not believe 
that anyone could like such boring things. He admitted, 
however, that the Ghost scene did stick in the memory. 
As for the rest of his program, in his eyes, it was be- 
yond discussion. The Aeroclub was arranging at the race- 
course positively the last flight of the aviator Vassiliev— 
no matter what the weather. “Special band provided by 
the Aeroclub.” The French circus was featuring a deci- 
sive match between four pairs of wrestlers. The noted 
singer of Russian songs, the idol of the public, Nadezhda 
Vassilievna Plevitskaya, was to give a recital in the School 
of Music. Lisa made no objection to the aerial flight, 
the wrestlers, or Plevitskaya—she was ready to go any- 
where, apparently, as long as she could see her 
Shakespeare. 

The entire program of entertainment presented itself 
to her in all its obligatory splendour when, early in the 
morning, she went out for the first time from her hus- 
band’s bedroom into the dining room. 

She sat down in an armchair. Vityusha was still asleep. 
His breathing was audible through the open door- 
way. It reminded her of the sucking of a pipe of to- 
bacco, punctuated with faint gurgles. The light was still 
soft, the curtains kept it out, and it distributed sparse 
flecks on the silver and brenze of the wedding presents. 
Lisa’s weary glance shifted from the slim, naked elec- 
tro-plated statuettes of women to the rough-haired setter, 
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the horse’s head, the swallows draping their long ‘“coat- 
tails” over the china vases. She had no desire to go up 
and make a closer examination of this zoo, perched on 
ash trays, wriling cases and goblets. She seemed to have 
been looking at these things a long time and would soon 
be tired of them, as one gets tired of too much leisure. 
The whole room seemed very familiar to her, and Lisa 
thought to herself that now, no matter where she went— 
to watch the aeroplane flight, the play or simply out-of- 
doors, going through with the program of entertain- 
ment, she would always have to return to her dogs and 
horse’s head, and electro-plated women with aitenuated 
bodies. This was her future. It was all marked out, pre- 
destined, inevitable. Her path, the only path she could 
take, was that of resignation. 

She closed her eyes so as not to see the table laid out 
with wedding presents. It suddenly cheered her that she 
was alone, that no one was bothering her or touching 
her. Wrapping her dressing gown more tightly about 
her, she curled up in the armchair, found herself grad- 
ually nodding, and in another minute fell fast asleep. 

That evening the carriage stood ready at the gate. 
Victor Semyonovich, having wearied Lisa by his exqui- 
sitely courteous attentions, became rather more solemn 
and serious when the time came to get ready for the 
theatre. He spared no pains over dressing. The mirror 
reflected in turn a collection of neckties, which were tied 
in bows, and butterflies of various kinds. He walked 
through the rooms wearing his moustache mask and 
bearing a faint resemblance to a lop-eared rabbit. As he 
tried on waistcoats, he asked Lisa’s opinion. 

“You don’t think this is too bright?” 

He made her change three dresses before he decided 
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at last on one that harmonized with his suit—a ‘silk 
the colour of spring lettuce went wonderfully with his 
coffee-coloured culaway. Taking her arm and bending 
his head down to hers, he posed prayerfully before 
the glasses. 

“We ought to have our photos taken like this,” he 
said. ““What a couple! I'm very happy.” 

At the theatre they occupied the centre box known as 
the governor's. They were surrounded by friends dressed 
in the height of the fashion. The heavy folds of red vel- 
vel drapery festooned each side of the box crowned by 
the city arms—three sturgeons argent on a ground az- 
ure. The people turned and stared and whispered. Had 
Victor Semyonovich been older, he might have passed for 
the governor—so important was his bearing. 

The theatre lay in full view of Lisa. She could  eas- 
ily count the rows of seats and find the place where she 
had sat the last time she was at the theatre—with Kirill. 
The white coiled hair of two elderly ladies glimmered 
there now. Lisa looked around at the boxes, raised her 
head to see the upper circle, scrutinized the curtain, 
which was familiar in every pictorial detail, but still her 
gaze kept returning to the grey coiffures. It seemed to 
her that the air was full of a shimmering sleepy haze, 
and in that haze she was aware of herself as a memory. 
At some infinitely distant time she had been there, where 
the grey-haired ladies were sitting now. She herself, 
against her own wish, was holding herself like those 
ladies, very straight and stiff, supported by the rigid cor- 
set, and wearing a high coil of hair around her brow. 
Perhaps she was as grey as they were? In any case, she 
was not Lisa. She was Madame Shubnikova, the wife of 
a noted draper in the town. She was sitting in the gover- 
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nor’s box. The theatre was whispering about her. The 
past had slipped info oblivion. 

Then suddenly, as though a frail ladder had given 
way under her weight, she fell headlong in a dream— 
and was Lisa again. 

Once more there was no one between her and the 
stage, the play was enacted for her alone and no one 
could see how the tide of the tragedy sucked her in and 
carried her away. Before her stood Tsvetukhin, whom 
she alone knew—no one else and none better. And once 
more he was that strange, ineffaccable vision—with the 
cloak thrown over his shoulder, the impalpably light 
hand on the sword hilt, the heaven-born creature who 
had stood by the window in the beam of sunlight, warn- 
ing Lisa to “beware of the theatre!’ Each note, each 
tone of the velvety unctuous voice flowed into her as in- 
to a blissfully-waiting reservoir, and she no longer un- 
derstood who was enchanting her—-the Prince of Denmark 
or Egor Pavlovich Tsvetukhin. 

Vityusha bothered her with his conversation. He 
could not keep his impressions to himself, and the short- 
er Lisa’s answers became, the more insistent his whis- 
pers. In the interval he tried to entertain her with talk 
about his program of travel and was offended when that 
met with no success. During the scene of the Actors and 
the King and Queen he munched chocolate, rustling the 
paper wrappings, until] Lisa stilled the energetic move- 
ments of his fingers with a cold unloving hand. Then 
he turned his attention to the Actors and watched them 
with affected gravity, having decided to show Lisa that 
his own attitude to Shakespeare was profound enough 
and that he had only entertained her with his remarks 
for her own sake, so that she wouldn’t feel bored. And 
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when all came to all, a practical man could learn some- 
thing from an author like Shakespeare, after all. 

Hamlet: Do you see yonder cloud? that’s almost in 
shape of a camel? 

Polonius: By th’mass, and ‘tis like a camel, indeed. 

Hamlet; Methinks it is like a weasel. 

Polonius: It is backt like a weasel. 

Hamlet: Or like a whale? 

Polonius: Very like a whale. 

‘“There’s a smart chap for you!” Vityusha whispered 
admiringly. 

“Who?” Lisa asked with a swift glance. 

“This old fellow.” 

“You mean Polonius?”’ 

“That’s right. He beats the lot for brains.” 

Lisa remarked that she felt dizzy. Vityusha jumped 

up but she made him sit down again, and went out of 
the box. 
In the deserted, strangely quiet foyer with its dimmed 
lights she sat down on a couch. Almost at once 
an obsequious usher came up to her and inquired if 
she was Mrs. Shubnikova. 

“Shubnikova?” she repeated with as much bewilder- 
ment as though she had never heard the name in her 
life. 

“The actor Tsvetukhin asked me to give you this 
note.” 

She unfolded the note, tearing it in her haste, but for 
some time she could not make out the sloping handwrit- 
ing. Only after examining closely the signature “Yours, 
Tsvetukhin,” she adjusted her eye to the letters rushing 
in pursuit of each other and deciphered the note word 
by word. 
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“I heard you were in the theatre and I hasten to 
congratulate you on an event that became known in the 
town yesterday. My most sincere wishes for your hap- 
piness, and congratulations. On this great occasion | 
dedicate my acting to you. I am glad that you are 
present and am terribly anxious to know what you will 
say?” 

What could she say? Except that she had run out 
in the middle of a scene because her husband hindered 
her from looking at the stage? Or that, if Hamlet had 
continued his cat-and-mouse game and she, and not 
Polonius, had been the mouse, she would have agreed, 
just as that base Polonius did, with everything Hamlet 
said, because she could not have resisted his charm? 
Oh, no, she would say something quite different! She 
might say that she did not believe in his congratulations, 
and did not want to think him insincere, when he had 
warned her against this marriage. And further, she might 
say that this evening in the box had become her fare- 
well to the Lisa who had regarded the theatre as the 
wonder of another world, a dream, a cherished wish, 
and that nevermore would she see Tsvetukhin as of 
old. 

She sat holding the open letter in her lap, in her 
rich evening dress, with jewels on her fingers and at her 
breast, with her hair arranged high in some subtle way 
over a frame, as though she were a figure at an exhibi- 
tion. No one disturbed her thinking. Occasionally a sti- 
fled voice came through the door and an apparent re- 
sponse came timidly from the cloakroom, or—more bold- 
ly—from the refreshment bar. Then everything was 
quiet again. | 

Suddenly Vityusha came out of the box. 
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“You're not feeling well, I can see that,” he said 
anxiously. ‘“Let’s go home.” 

He bent over her, put out his hands towards her, then 
paused, staring down at the note. 

“A letter?” 

“Yes. Congratulations,’ Lisa replied, folding it in 
ils creases. 

“Who's it from?” 

“From Tsvetukhin.” 

“The actor? Do you know him?” 

“Yes, slightly.” 

He took the note from her fingers and tried to 
read it.” 

“Did you make it out?” 

“Yes.” 

“What's all this rigmarole, anyway? Read it for me, 
please.” 

She read everything exept the conclusion. He took 
it back again and examined it. 

“He signs himself: Yours, Tsvetukhin—Why?” 

“What do you mean?” 

““Why—Yours?”’ 

He folded the letter neatly and put it away in his 
waistcoat pocket. 

“Was there anything between you?” he asked. 

“IT don’t understand you.” 

“What is there to understand?” he retorted, bri- 
dling. ‘‘Well, to cut a long story short, there must be no 
more of this. Correspondence and al] the rest of it. And 
in general. He’s got a reputation, I can tell you. And 
ycu're a married woman now.” 

Vityusha pulled down his coat with dignity and fin- 
gered histie. | | 
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“Once more, I suggest we ough! to go home. What's 
the use of wearing ourselves out for Hamlet? After all, 
we're not here for Hamlet.” 

“Very well. Only please bring me some water first,” 
Lisa asked him, leaning back on the couch. 

He coughed, raising his finger tips to his lips, said 
“At your service” very politely and, having quile re- 
covered his poise, set off for the refreshment room. 

On seeing the usher, he changed his mind and, smooth- 
ing his moustache, said commandingly: 

“Here, my man, bring a glass of water, will youl” 
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IN THE DULL windy days of late autumn Pastukhov 
hardly ever went out. He unearthed somewhere the 
cook who had worked for many years for his father 
and, with the satisfaction natural to an old and lazy 
bachelor, surrounded by books, and struggling with 
the characters of his ill-starred play, he devoured the 
artless productions of the only Russian cuisine she 
knew, based mainly on noodles, millet and potatocs. He 
introduced variety by making coffee and mulled wine for 
himself. Now, as never before, he hearkened to the moods 
of solitude, tinted in the half-tones of an elusive pale 
colour scheme, like the fin de siécle French pictures that 
he was so fond of contemplating and that awakened in 
him a curious, wistful love of life. 

It was in this subdued, slightly sentimental frame of 
mind thal he once went oul! for a stroll shortly before 
twilight. The pavements, dry from the night frosts, were 
still covered with the summer's dust and it whirled and 
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eddied in yellow cones, soaring over the houses and veil- 
ing the distant prospect in an unattractive haze. Pas- 
tukhov kept wiping his cyes, and, finding the main street 
deserted, was about to turn homewards when he noticed 
a little knot of people around the window of the lo- 
cal newspaper office. He did not read papers very often 
and now he thought he would see what was going on. 

The passers-by pressed closer to the glass to read 
the open pages of the latest issue. Over the motionless 
heads Pastukhov could see the framed advertisements 
of familiar shops, theatre announcements, pictures of the 
new members of the town council. A very stout pock- 
marked tradesman stood out among them, a man who 
always attracted notice in the street by his stolid look of 
a born city father, which had really accounted for his 
election. There was nothing interesting in the paper, though 
the readers pressed their faces against the panes in 
an effort to make out the print in the last of the failing 
light. 

Suddenly the window lamps went on and in a col- 
umn illuminated by the yellow light, in headlines no 
larger than the rest, Pastukhov read: “Disappearance of 
Leo Tolstoy.” His glance took in the opening sentences: 
“Startling news has come by wire of the sudden disappear- 
ance from home of Russia’s great writer....” Pastu- 
khov rubbed his eyes harder. A lot of dust had got into 
them, the eyelids smarted with the grit, tears kept gath- 
ering—‘‘it seems that he was oppressed by having to 
live at variance with his own teaching, a fact which had 
been pointed out to him unceremoniously enough by 
many. Tolstoy's sensitive soul could not but suffer in 
these circumstances... .” 

“What on earth is this?”’ Pastukhov demanded, lean- 


EARLY JOYS 857 


ing heavily against someone’s back, his glance skim- 
ming the lines that dazzled him, “From our own cor- 
respondent.... The Count’s destination is unknown. The 
first searches have proved fruitless. Countess Sophia An- 
dreyevna attempted suicide.... He ordered the carriage 
and.... Evening telegrams: the whole Tolstoy family as- 
sembled just after midnight.... The state of anxiety that 
the family, and particularly Sophia Andreyevna, has been 
thrown into, is beyond description. ...” 

His neighbour jerked a shoulder away from under 
his pressure and, yielding to the gesture, Pastukhov moved 
away. Involuntarily he turned in the direction he 
had been going before the newspaper had diverted his 
attention. Still, he had a sense of acting under compul- 
sion; he felt he ought to act differently, because now he 
was thinking no more of the things that had occupied 
his mind a minute ago. He turned abruptly and went 
back to the group at the window, elbowing his way 
roughly to the glass. 

“...A landowner in the Odoyevsky district saw Tol- 
Stoy in a train on the Ryazan railway between Gorba- 
chevo and Belevo on the way to Optina Monastery* in 
Kaluga gubernia.”’ 

“But look here,” Pastukhov exclaimed excitedly to no 
one in particular, “what's the date? This is an old pa- 
per.” 

“Yesterday's. No paper today,” a respectable-looking 
man replied, making way for him. 

“They must know by now what’s happened?” 

“You mean—to Tolstoy?” the other said. 

“Yes, of course. What does all this mean? Pastu- 


* Opting Monastery in an out-of-the-way part of Kaluga 
district, was noted for ancient manuscripts. 
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khoy addressed everyone at once as he turned away from 
the window. 

The faces he saw were very different: each answered 
him silently, after its own fashion; one was that of a 
very tall, clean-shaven man, with a shiny, wrinkled 
face resembling a lay clerk, then a neat old man with a 
squint, in a aew hat; beside him a beardless youth, star- 
ing ferocicusly; two schoolboys and, between them, a 
belligerent-looking worker with a flaming shock of hair 
that had not known a pair of scissors for a long time, 
and finally, that respectable-looking man, suggestive 
of a worthy bank employee, who had made way for 
Pastukhov, Answering him with sly, sharp, covert, 
derisive, or sympathetic glances full of life, these people 
waited to hear some real conversation. 

“If you've ever noticed it, you know, of course, that 
an animal, such as a cat, when it feels the approach of 
death, leaves its home to look for a spot where it can die 
in peace and quietness,’ the squint-eyed old man said 
in a detached, didactic tone. 

“What's the cat got to do with it?” Pastukhov inter- 
rupted him, 

The two schoolboys laughed, and the tall shiny-faced 
man looked down at them in a superior fashion. 

“IPs got this to do with it,” the old man proceeded 
patiently, “that man, a higher creature, perhaps, the high- 
est in the realm of nature, wants to die quielly, far 
from vanity and idleness.” 

“I don’t know about that,” Pastukhov said thought- 
fully. 

His habitual avid curiosity for the outer world seemed 
to have left him suddenly, supplanted by an insist- 
ent question, the only one that he was asking himself 
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and that he still could not express with sufficient 
precision. 

“What is there to talk about anyway?” the ferocious 
man said with a scornful toss of his head. “The old 
man’s in his dotage and they’ve been talking of nothing 
else for two days now.” 

“Smarty!” the fiery-headed man remarked with chal- 
lenging curtness. 

“TY consider,” the respectable-looking man began, 
touching Pastukhov’s sleeve with his finger tips, ‘Leo 
Tolstoy has gone and retired from the like of you and 
me, for good.” 

“It isn’t Leo, it’s Lev,” one of the high school boys 
corrected him. 

“But why from me?” Pastukhov demanded in a dis- 
pleased tone. 

‘Well, not from you personally, but from us in gen- 
eral,” the other explained, looking round sorrowfully at 
the group. 

“So would I, myself,” said the ferocious youth, turn- 
ing abruptly and strode across the road. 

“You'd ought to be kicked out, then I bet you'd go 
quick enough,” the fiery-haired man called after him. 

Pastukhov elbowed his way somewhat discourteously 
through the crowd. Seeing the words “Editorial offices” 
whitening on a door, he pushed it open and, running up 
the stairs two and three steps at a time, reached the 
second floor. 

At a desk in this room, bent over a pile of moist gal- 
leys, stood the proofreader, a fair curly-haired young 
man with pince-nez on a tightly twisted cord. He held a 
foul pipe between his teeth and wore an old seminarist’s 
coat, from beneath which his bandy legs were visible. 
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“I’m Pastukhov,” Alexander Vladimirovich said, tak- 
ing off his hat 

The proofreader took the pipe out of his mouth, 
brushed the pince-nez off his nose, and gulped down 
some of the cold, black tea. Having thus overcome 
his emotion, he inquired how he could be of service to 
Pastukhov. 

“What’s the latest about Tolstoy? Has he been 
found?” 

“Yes, he’s ill. He got off the train at Astapovo.” 

“Where is that?” 

“It’s on our line. Not very far from here.” 

“Any details known?” 

“They’ve gone to press. We'll gct the proofs in a min- 
ute, All Russia is writing about nothing but Tolstoy. 
Would you like to read this in the meantime? It’s all 
going into tomorrow’s issue.” 

Picking out several galleys, he laid them on the round 
table inside the balustrade that divided the room. 
Pastukhov went over to the table. 

First of al] he saw three portraits of Tolstoy—prints 
shining with smooth black redolent of kerosene and a 
chemist’s shop. They were pictures familiar from child- 
hood, from school] anthologies, from the coloured covers 
of kopeck editions, from thick illustrations in large, un- 
wieldy volumes. In one of them Tolstoy looked particu- 
larly lifelike to Pastukhov—the big head of the old man 
with the vast beard swept sideways as though by the 
wind, the clear piercing glance under the shaggy eye- 
brows, and the tangle of sparse hair on the temples. The 
old man was thinking and looked rather angry. The 
lines on the lofty brow were striking, as though a wooden 
plough had been driven with heavy labour over a big: 
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field, making furrow after furrow. The hoary hair was as 
fresh as foam of the sea, andin that foam shone serene- 
ly the face of the earth——Man. 

Pastukhov caught his breath. Suddenly the under- 
standing overwhelmed him that he had been born and 
grown up with this Man, lived with him, day in, day 
out, thinking of him no more than he thought of the 
air. A terrified wonder seized him, like the amazement of 
a child who has suddenly lost his father under whose 
protection he lived simply and thoughtlessly. He kept 
staring at the head of the old man. Thoughts flitted strange- 
ly through his mind. For some reason he recalled his 
childhood best of all and a wrong done to him by grown- 
ups and not understood.... Then ‘he began to think 
that it was time to change his way of living, begin it all 
over again—and start from a rare clearness. And after 
that he thought it ought to start with escape, with a dash 
for freedom, like a fresh start made by a convict escap- 
ing from prison. Then he told himself that it was all non- 
sense and he concentrated his attention on the proofs. 

The editorial, entitled “The Great Conscience,” opened 
with the words: “The great soul of the great man 
could endure no longer this ordinary life, this falsehood 
of time in which it had to throb and struggle.” Pastu- 
khov could not concentrate—his glance picked out hits 
of the text here and there. “The conventionality and arti- 
ficiality of what is called civilized society. that had 
fenced itself off by a kind of Great Wall of China from 
the people....” 

He moved away one galley and took up another. “He 
has gone, do not try and search for him,” the next article 
declared. “He has gone! He took with him a small va- 
lise of his favourite books, put on his workingman’s 
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blouse and peasant’s boots and went away.... He has re- 
tired into seclusion now, to be able not only to live freely 
but also... who knows?—perhaps to die freely. If he has 
never been able till now to arrange life as he wanted, 
has he not the right to insist that he may be allowed to 
die as he wishes? Did he perhaps wish for a peasant’s 
funeral—in a rough, unpainted coffin borne on a country 
sleigh or a cart?...” 

“What the devil is all this?” Pastukhov exclaimed, 
throwing the proofs aside. ‘‘They’re worrying about his 
right to die! But who gave them the right to bury a man 
alive?” 

There was no one in the room. He drew the strips of 
paper towards him again and began to read: “Not only 
great people but the most ordinary, when they sense the 
approach of death, often seek solitude. They turn their 
faces to the wal] away from their families, from their 
friends, and beg them to leave them in peace.... Do not 
search for him! He himself asks you not to search for 
him but to leave him alone. [s if not our duty to carry 
out the wishes of one who has departed from us on his 
last journey, from which there is no return? Tolstoy 
had a reason for saying that he would not come back. 
He has gone, do not try to find the track of the old 
feet. Have no fear! He will not die, he will not perish! 
Leave him in peace now, and he will live forever!” 

At that moment the proofreader came in with fresh 
galleys. 

“Look here,” Pastukhov said impulsively, ‘can you 
understand anything! I can’t. Is Tolstoy alive or not?” 

“Yes, He’s alive.” 

“Then why are they saying the burial service over 
him. This sounds like a funeral dirge!” 
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The proofreader put on his glasses, swept them off 
again, and sucked at his pipe, which had gone out. 

“Yes, of course,” he replied, narrowing his cyes with 
the shyness of the shortsighted and swaying slightly. 
“Of course, it is a bit contradictory.” 

“A bit? Let us hope it is only a bit!” 

“You know, it’s the voice of the people. To their mind 
he must have heard the call of death. And as for the 
contradiction—what is to be done about it? I read every- 
thing twice or three times over and I wonder. They ex- 
hort everyone to leave him in peace, not to search for 
him, not to touch him, not to bother him, to respect his 
wishes—al] in one voice and here, look at this.” 

He held out the proofs. 

With his curiosity suddenly flaring up, Pastukhov 
read the telegrams that gave the details of Tolstoy’s 
flight from home, the search for him on the trains and 
Stations, in the monasteries, accounts given by eyewitnesses 
and relatives, rumours, gossip, theories. As he read on 
he wanted to know more, to get a wider view, as though 
penetration into that distant, enigmatic, palpitating des- 
tiny could appease some fervent need of his own. As 
he read on his bewilderment over the events increased 
and became more and more tormenting. 

He wiped his cold damp brow. 

Now he could see plainly in the dark night the squat 
whitewashed cowshed to which the snorting horses 
were led out of the stables and hastily put between the 
shafts. The furtive, startled light of the lantern, flicker- 
ing in the gust. The valise stowed away roughly into 
the cart. And the little old man ata distance, in the wa- 
terproof cloak with the hood, from under which glimpses 
of the matted foam-white beard could be seen. “Hur- 
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ry, hurry!” the old man urged, peering into the dark- 
ness, where, behind the wall of the dense park, moan- 
ing in the wind, loomed the old house, now deserted 
and neglected forever. Quick, quick! they may catch up 
and not let him go, keep him back with tears, lament- 
ing and wailing. Hurry! 

“But why? Why?” Pastukhov asked himself aloud. 

And hereupon, as though in answer, his eye picked 
out of the columns of text the sobering, bitter sentence: 
“Tt is always like that in life, by the way: when we do 
the most abominable things, people think it most natu- 
ral, but when we do what we ought to do, everyone is 
astounded and cannot swallow it.” 

He rose and went to the exit. | 

“Excuse me a moment... I mentioned you in the 
office,” the proofreader said in a worried tone, leaving 
his high desk. “They are very anxious for you {o drop 
in....” 

‘Afterwards, afterwards!’’ Pastukhov called back, run- 
ning faster. 

He hurried through the streets—he did not know 
where. First he descended the causeway, then turned back 
towards the hillside, and finally went down almost as 
far as the water’s edge. Darkness enveloped the river. 
The faint light of the buoys seemed to be dying from 
weakness. The wharf lights shone weakly. The surge of 
the waves seemed lost in admiration of its own power. 
A fine drizzle was falling. 

Pastukhov stood in the chilly, penetrating darkness 
on the edge of some high slippery planks, his dripping 
hat pulled well down on his head, his hands thrust deep 
into his pockets. He was conscious of utter loneliness, 
not subdued by those delicate shades that give it a wist- 
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ful sweetness, but in the rough ruthless tone of the all- 
enveloping gloom. He was already convinced that the 
departure of a man who had unexpectedly become the 
crest of hig consciousness was a departure into death. 
And as all really important events in this world are ir- 
revocable, this event, too, was obviously beyond repair. 

The rain drove him homeward. Hanging his wet 
clothes on the backs of chairs, he got into bed, tucked the 
covers warmly about him and fell into a suffocating, 
unpleasant sleep. 

Next morning he went to the editoriab offices again. 
The paper was full of the things he had read the pre- 
vious evening. The living man stared, still more angri- 
ly than before, it seemed, from the portraits reproduced. 
His expression, to Pastukhov’s mind, had the wisdom of 
a peasant. Under the moustache there was aq hint of crafti- 
ness mingled with reproach and a mocking superiori- 
ty over the vanity of existence. 

The editor, who bore a striking resemblance to the 
martyr Saint Nicholas, with an ova] beard, and a while 
tonsure-like ring of hair around his bald crown, had not 
slept for three nights, and the whites of his eyes were 
shot with rusty red. Blinking and snuffling, he spread 
the latest telegrams before Pastukhov. 

The globe’s centre of gravity had shifted. It gravitated 
now towards a small railway station, the name of which 
became in the course of a single day Tolstoy’s second 
name. No one was to have known where the old man, 
driven by some high impulse, had gone, and yet the 
whole world knew where he was. No one was to have 
known the intentions of his soul, and yet the whole 
world was aware of his secret purpose. No one was to 
have concerned himself with the state of his health, and 
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yet the whole world was watching his temperature, the 
wheezing in his chest, his digestion and his pulse, Ev- 
cryone realized thal it was the moment to move aside 
and keep silence, and yet they all crowded round, pushed 
their way in, created a crush and talked and talked and 
talked. No one had the strength of mind to withsland it— 
they rushed out into the giant bazaar of the world, 
open to the four winds of heaven. 

The telegraph brought article after article from the 
papers of the capitals. All of them began and ended with 
the words: “He has gone.” ‘Gone, gone, gone!”—the pa- 
pers repeated as though until then everybody had been 
happy and peaceful simply because Tolstoy had not 
stirred from his Yasnaya Polyana, and had lost this peace 
and happiness as soon as he had gone.... “Gone from 
the world, as, in his declining days, the legendary proph- 
cl Moses went, and as Buddha, who imparted his teach- 
ing to millions, went away....” 

“Whom did Buddha go away from?” Pastukhov 
asked. 

“From his spouse Yasudhara,” the editor replied. He 
was wailing for Pastukhov to finish reading and as soon 
as he had run through the telegrams, he asked him, speak- 
ing of himself in the plural, after the immemorial cus- 
tom of editors: 

“We want you to write something for us about his 
departure.” 

“Bul I have no Ideas on the subject. Nothing— except 
confusion and dismay.” 

“Then write about confusion and dismay.” 

“Why?” Pastukhov demanded in unaffected surprise. 

“It's highly necessary. Not to mention your ceputa- 
tion. You’re a native of these parts.” 
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“That hardly releases me from the obligation to write 
only when ! have something to say.” 

“It will be sufficient for you to say what you feel; the 
appearance of your name in the papers will be a sign 
that the press sympathizes with you. After all, the whole 
town knows you're mixed up in a polilical affair.” 

“Mixed up in a political affair?” Pastukhov showed 
still greater surprise. 

“No need to hide it. There are no secrets from us,” 
the editor said insinuatingly, while his countenance as- 
sumed the expression of all-comprehending grief sunable 
to an ancient icon. 

“Very well,” Pastukhoy agreed with a mischievous 
smile. “I'll try. But I'm going to write about life, not death, 
I’m going to write of the living Tolstoy.” 

“That'll be splendid!” sighed the editor, dozing with 
weariness. 

The nearer Pastukhov got lo home, the deeper became 
the nervous excitement that had entered into him. 
He felt an influx of strength in his soul, sweeping it on 
to larger deeds: his feeling was going to merge with the 
feeling of the world, his voice would be heard in the gen- 
era] mourning—no, no!l—in the general hosanna! He 
would write—yes, he was going to write about the un- 
bounded heart of the world, the heart of Russia! 

He cut himself some sheets of paper and sat down. 
He wanted lo say that the heart of Russia could not re- 
lease beyond its bounds a man who belonged to if like the 
very secret of life, without which there was no heart. The 
man wanted to relire into obscurity but this infention was 
contrary to nature, inasmuch as a part cannot feave the 
whole. Nature itself had risen against the rebellion and 
held back what belonged to it. The man was brought to 
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a halt at the place where he had always been and always 
would be—the heart of Russia. The winds that blew 
in Astapovo were the same that blew at Yasnaya Polyana. 
All around lay the same peasant Riis, the lands of Penza 
and Tambov, the lands of Voronezh and Saratov, of 
Tula and Ryazan. It was they who had borne this man 
and they were going to keep him in their bosom 
forever. 

Pastukhoy read over the scribbled pages. It occurred 
fo him that a grave should receive a man in the place 
where he had lived, and that he, Pastukhov, was reverent- 
ly digging his grave with others like him He crossed 
out what he had written and paced up and down 
the room. 

Another thought occurred to him, and once again he 
settled down to work. Culture, he imagined, was a closed 
chain of impelled movement. He borrowed this formula 
from mechanics, which beautifully defines the conception 
of mechanism. The whole life of thinking mankind 
unfolded itself before him like an endless system of cog- 
wheels. He remembered that while Pushkin was writing 
The Captain’s Daughter young Herzen was already going 
into banishment. Herzen’s future had caught the move- 
ment of a wheel soon to be stilled. What a multitude of 
cogs had touched Tolstoy’s wheel! Who would carry on its 
movement? Had not Pastukhov felt in himself a fraction 
of the powers with which this great life endowed 
people? 

He crossed out these lines, too, smiling as he did so: 
to introduce himself, however remotely, into meditations 
on Tolstoy appeared petty to him. He decided to make 
some coffee. Opening the sideboard, he inhaled the bitter, 
delicately-spicy, burnt aroma of the coffee beans and fell 
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refreshed. He had a scent as keen as a fly's and smells 
revived him like contact with the joyous essence of ex- 
istence. He ground the coffee in the mill, gripping it be- 
tween his knees and listening to the crisp crackle of the cog. 
wheels as though it was music. He rinsed out the cotfee- 
pot and lit the spirit lamp. While the water was coming 
to a boil, he had a smoke. His thoughts jostled each oth- 
er as if seeking an outlet, some kind of a door. The doors 
stood ajar, but opened into empty rooms. He thought 
to himself that Tolstoy would have enjoyed some strong 
coffee just now and they were probably giving him thin 
oatmeal gruel; one of the telegrams said he had had 
scme oatmeal. Pastukhov put in the coffee and brought it 
to a boil. He sipped a cup of it, scalding hot. His head 
grew clearer, he asked himsclf the question: what was 
the chief thing in Tolstoy?—and answered at once: the 
chief thing was love. 

He ran quickly over to the table and poured out an- 
other cup of coffce. 

He described the Tree of the Poor, known to all Rus- 
sia. The boughs of the old tree spread over the open 
space in front of the house at Yasnaya Polyana. There 
was a bell attached to it. Everyone who needed help or 
wanted to hear a kind word, had only to come to the tree, 
strike the bell and wait on the bench in the shade for 
someone to come out of the house. Under the Tree of the 
Poor there was a place for all who believed that men 
were brothers. Perhaps only few of the weary had tasted 
complete repose under its canopy. But each lived in the 
knowledge that at the darkest moments of depression, 
despair and need he might turn his steps towards this 
shelter, and raise his hand to the bell and call for aid. 
In the hour of death of him who had set the bench un- 
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der the Tree and hung up the bell, the last hope of the 
desperate would vanish, the shelter of the poor would 
be no more. The tree would wither, the bell would be 
stilled. Russia, where will you turn then for a word of 
love? 

Pastukhov ceased writing and fell into that state of 
trance when thought is numb. Then he flung the paper 
to the floor with a despairing gesture. No! He wanted 
to write in a lofty style and it turned out mawkish. He 
kept thinking, against his will, of death, only death, and 
no matter what he began to write about, death watched 
him with hollow eyes. He straightened his back, went 
over to the bed, sat down on it, then laid his head on the 
pillow and slept all day till midnight. 

The next day he went to the editorial office to con- 
fess that he was a failure. He thought out an excuse: he 
was only a playwright, an artist, he knew his own line; 
newspaper stuff was beyond him. But the sleepy editor 
was not in the least put out by all this. 

“It doesn’t matter,” he said. ‘“We decided to ask you 
to go to Astapovo as our correspondent. It would, of 
course, be a very good thing for us, and rather tempting 
for you, too, I fancy.” 

“Oh, that goes without saying! But it’s impossible, for 
the reason you yourself mentioned last night—I’m mixed 
up in a political case and I am bound over not to 
leave.” 

Pastukhov said this proudly and even a little sol- 
emnly. 

“Never mind,” the editor consoled him with a look of 
understanding intended to convey that he was well used 
to literary men’s attempts to put up their price. “We may 
be able to help you. Won't you sit down, please, and write 
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an application to the Prosecutor, and it would be better 
to take it there at once. And meanwhile I'll try to get in 
touch with the Prosecutor by telephone.” 

Controlling his agitation, Pastukhoy began to draw 
up the application. He sensed from afar the breath of 
freedom. Plans for putting an end to the abominable mis- 
understanding and getting out of this boring provincial 
town flashed through his mind. His correspondence from 
Astapovo would attract widespread attention and the pa- 
pers of the capital would immediately insist on his trans- 
ference to St. Petersburg. Or, still better, he would fall 
ill at Astapovo, and the illness would necessitate treat- 
ment in Moscow clinics. Or, he could go simply, without 
any permission, from Astapovo to St. Petersburg and 
lodge a complaint there about the conduct of the police 
to the Minister for Home Affairs. In short, Astapovo 
seemed a gift of the gods, that same crystal stopper that 
had been needed to bring to a boil the pot Pastukhov 
was watching. 

The world looked more cheery to his eyes as he was 
strolling to the law offices. The bare trees in the Limes 
tossed a boisterous welcome to him, encouraging his dif- 
fident hopes. The people were hurrying through the 
streets, glad that the whistling wind was driving the grey 
clouds over the roofs. Schoolgirls turned to look at Pas- 
tukhov as a figure of local renown, and he fancied they 
were whispering: “Look, that’s Pastukhov! He’s going to 
Astapovo! Have you read what he wrote about Tolstoy?” 
Yes, indeed, it was a long time since he had enjoyed such 
a heartening, such a resounding day. 

At the very entrance Pastukhov encountered Oznobish- 
in. Dressed in black—his autumn clothes—the candidate 
very courteously raised his cap and very circumspectly 
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slackened his pace, as if giving the impression that he 
wag ready to stop. Pastukhov passed the time of day with 
him. 

“Were you going to visit us?” Oznobishin’s tone was 
almost delighted. 

“Yes, with an application to the Prosecutor. I have to 
leave for Astapovo without delay.” 

“We know that already. They rang up the Assistant 
Prosecutor from the editorial office and he promised to 
report the matter to His Excellency tonight.” 

“Tonight? But you can see yourself thal every minute 
is precious. Tolstoy may....” 

‘Is his condition really hopeless?” 

‘‘We have very alarming news,” Pastukhoy said im- 
portantly, 

“Yes,” sighed the other sympathetically, ‘“‘a great sor- 
row for the world.” 

“I can see you take it to heart,” Pastukhov went on 
in a grateful tone. “May I ask you to do everything you 
can to help me to go.” 

“May I have your application? (ll hand it to the 
Assistant Prosecutor myself. No need for you to trouble 
yourself.” | 

Pastukhov made a swift movement towards Oznobi- 
shin and, taking him by the arm, spoke as though he 
had been intimate with him for years, and yielded to an 
impulse to confide the idea that had crossed his mind. 

“Tl tell you my plan. Astapovo is on our railway. 
Express trains are leaving for Astapovo one after another. 
The management will do everything to oblige. Our 
press must have authentic details of all that is taking 
place by the deathbed of the great man. The honour of 
the town is at stake. We'll be ahead of the capitals. If I 
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get permission to leave in an hour’s time, Pll catch the 
express and be in Astapovo tonight.” 

Blinking, he stared at Oznobishin. 

“Unfortunately, it’s impossible to lay the matter 
before His Excellency unti] tonight,” Oznobishin said. 

“Good Lord!” Pastukhov exclaimed. “But this is 
Tolstoy—think of it!” 

“T quite understand, but... but... His Excellency... .” 
Oznobishin excused himself with a smile. 

“What an unwieldy machine your law courts must 
be,” Pastukhov boomed, thrusting out scornful lips. 

“The courts of law are not a machine,” Oznobishin 
retorted half-jokingly, freeing his arm, nevertheless, 
from Pastukhov’s, “and not so very unwieldy, when all’s 
said and done.” 

“Oh, it’s not for me to listen to such talk! And it’s not 
for you—what is your patronymic?—Anatoli Mikhailo- 
vich? Yes, it’s not for you, Anatoli Mikhailovich, to 
indulge in it.” 

“Why not, Alexander Vladimirovich?” the other re- 
Joined, not in the least abashed by the reproach, but on 
the contrary, with a certain playfulness. 

“Surely it isn’t necessary to ask that? That stupid 
affair is dragging on for I don’t know how many 
months, and you still keep me tied up like a yard dog,” 
Pastukhov complained. 

“Oh, really, you know,” Oznobishin protested, embar- 
rassed. “I can assure you things are coming to an 
end.” 

“T don’t believe it.” 

“I have no right to speak of the state of affairs in a 
definite way but the final decision is a matter of days 
now.” 
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“I don't believe it, I don’t believe it!” Pastukhov re- 
peated, waving him away. 

Then Oznobishin himself took Pastukhov by the arm 
in a confidential manner and, leading him away from the 
doorway in which they were standing, said in a lower 
tone: 

“This is between ourselves. Strictly between our- 
selves. The case is being held up all because one of the 
accused is missing. You know who it is, don’t you?” 

“How should I know? What have I to do with miss- 
ing people of any kind?” 

‘Ragozin, perhaps the chief personage in the case, 
has not yet been found,” Oznobishin said softly, casting 
an attentive side-glance at Pastukhov and slowing down. 
“You can’t sentence a missing person in a case like this, 
and therefore the investigations were more protracted 
than usual. Only....” 

“Oh, for God’s sake!—what do I want with all this 
talk? Forgive me!’ Pastukhov exclaimed, almost weep- 
ing with exasperation: “All I want is one thing—to be 
released from my bond.” 

“Very soon now,” Oznobishin whispered with some- 
thing like brotherly sympathy. 

Pastukhov halted, gave the man a long penetrating 
look and, gripping his feminine hand, shook it so hard 
that Oznobishin winced. 

After handing him the application, and securing once 
more his promise to obtain an answer from the Pros- 
ecutor that same night, Pastukhov went for a walk, 
taking a pleasure in the bracing wind, the animation of 
the passers-by, the busy tinkle of the tram bells, and the 
brisk clop-clop of the horses’ hoofs. 

He had dinner in a restaurant, made some coffee at 


EARLY JOYS 875 


home, packed his bag, shaking out the suits carefully, 
thinking over how he would dress at Astapovo should 
mourning prove necessary—and what shirt he would put 
on when he went to talk over his play with the theatre 
management in Moscow. As dusk was falling he went out 
{o the newspaper office, but on learning that the Prose- 
cutor’s answer was not expected until about eleven, wan- 
dered about the town, feeling unsettled. 

He dropped in at the cinema. The usual pianist was 
improvising to the emotional and dramatic moments and 
the screen bobbed and trembled under the explosive and 
irresistible chords. Jenny Porten, a large, luxurious 
blonde with the prominent beseeching eyes of a Brun- 
hild, went through incredible suffering on the screen. 
The light quivered, and its beams were frequently crossed 
by a huge autumn bluebottle. “Santa Lucia, Santa Lucia,” 
the piano wailed while Jenny Porten sobbed. 

It was quiet in the street; it seemed that the night 
was lying in wait for a fresh wind to come from some- 
where far across the Volga and take the place of the day- 
time wind that had died. | 

A few lights shone out in the windows of the houses. 
The banging of the wicket gates ceased, and Pastukhov 
passed through whole blocks of the town without meeting 
a soul. | 

As he crossed the threshold of the editor’s office just 
after midnight, he could scarcely control his agitation. 
The editor raised his head from the desk and said, 
without waiting for questions: 

“Nothing doing, my dear chap. The Prosecutor has 
turned down your application.” 

Pastukhov sank slowly into an armchair. 

“But it makes no difference now, unfortunately. ... 
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We have received word that Tolstoy....” He half rose 
to his feet and bowed his head as he concluded: “is 
dead.” 

Pastukhov felt that he should stand up, too, but he 
could not, he only leaned heavily forward. 

“Didn’t you know?” the editor asked. ‘‘The news has 
gone all round the town, our telephone never stops ring- 
ing, we’re only waiting for corroboration from the tele- 
graph agency.” 

Pastukhov said nothing. Everything around him 
looked superfluous and somehow fictitious: the neat 
proofs on the desk, the thick red pencil, the big peaked 
shade of the lamp and—in the shadow—the lifeless 
gleam of the editor’s bald head with its tonsure of un- 
tidy grey-white hair. 

“Everything has to come to an end in this world,” 
the editor mumbled wearily. 

Pastukhov held out his hand in farewell. 

He wondered at the silence that reigned in every cor- 
ner. But as he was passing through the narrow corridor 
he heard the startled ringing of the telephone and dashed 
down the stairs like a man set free. 


* 930 * 


WHEN he reached the hotel, Pastukhov knocked at the 
door of Tsvetukhin’s room. No one answered. But he 
kept on knocking. He had to talk, and he could talk to 
one person only, one who could hearken to his dismay 
and respond like a friend. 

Pastukhov turned his back to the door and kicked 
if hard. He heard the key jump out of the hole and its 
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ring of metal as it fell on the floor. The door was sud- 
denly thrown open and he saw Tsvetukhin in his night 
clothes, barefoot, his chest exposed. They were silent a 
moment, then slowly and gently Tsvetukhin took him by 
‘the hand and drew him into the room. 

“You should have come long ago,” he said in a 
delighted tone. “It was all so damned silly.” 

“It certainly was,” Pastukhov rejoined, feeling in- 
stant relief and speaking as simply as though nothing had 
ever happened between them. 

They kissed three times after the old custom, and 
clapped each other heartily on the back. 

“What do you think of the news, eh? Tolstoy, eh?” 
Tsvetukhin said. 

“You know all about it, too?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

They did not let go of each other as they stood in 
the middle of the small room, with the clothing hung on 
Chairs and the two tumbled beds. Pastukhov could feel 
through Tsvetukhin’s thin clothing the hot, yielding, 
deeply-divided back and gave it another fond and 
hearty slap. 

At the same moment they heard a loud sibilant whis- 
per: 

“Heavens above! Holy Mother of God! Isn’t this 
grand!” 

““Mefody? Come in, you ass!” Tsvetukhin said smil- 
ing as he glanced over Pastukhov’s shoulder at the half- 
open door. 

Mefody plunged noisily into the room. 

“My dear fellows!” he burbled, gesticulating wildly 
and hopping from one to the other in his delight. “Here 
we are again, eh! That’s the way! That’s what I call 
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sense! It does my heart good to see you! At last you're 
together. Lord, now letest thou thy!... Let’s have a 
celebration! Come on, let’s make a night of it! What 
about it Egor? What about it, Alexander Vladimirovich? 
Let’s celebrate the triumph of human reason over the 
hardening of the heart. Let’s wash away with wine the 
deadly sins of enmity and malice!” 

“I can see you’ve been at the washing business al- 
ready,” Pastukhov remarked. 

“A foretaste, in anticipation of the joys to come!” 
Mefody gabbled, shaking and clutching and pushing 
his companions about, starting back a step or two 
to see them hetter, only to throw himself on them 
again. 

“Well, all right, then, do the ordering, devil take 
youl” Tsvetukhin gave his permission with evident 
pleasure. 

Mefody pushed the bell with all his might, then 
poked his head out of the door and bawled into the 
corridor: 

“Deniska! Deniska!”’ 

“What are you doing? Want ta wake the whole 
place?” Tsvetukhin rebuked him. “Go down to the bar 
yourself and see about it.” 

Fifteen minutes later, assisted by the clumsy Deniska, 
Mefody, in a state of blissful self-forgetfulness, and with 
the quiet exaltation of one performing a ritual, was lay- 
ing the table, rattling the crockery. They all waited in 
silence until the bottles took their central position among 
plates of varicoloured viands arranged like flower beds 
around the pedestal of a monument. 

“Now, in the fear of God and with faith, let us be- 
gin,” Mefody whispered. 


EARLY JOYS 379 


The room had been tidied, Tsvetukhin had dressed, 
everything had acquired a respectable look and so, with 
due consideration and even respect for each other, the 
comrades took their places at the table. 

“Well,” said Pastukhov rather sadly, “‘so it is a wake, 
after all?” 

“Yes. when you come to think of it,” Mefody said, 
startled. “What are we to do about that? What shall we 
say?” 

“We'll start like this,’ Pastukhov answered, pouring 
out the vodka. 

Eating leisurely, with their eyes downcast, studying 
the plates, they -sighed, one after the other, and Tsve- 
tukhin said, half-questioningly: 

‘We drink to the repose of his soul, is that it?” 

They had another drink and started on. the cold 
jellied fish with lemon. 

“The deceased didn’t approve of it,’ Mefody re- 
marked, flipping the decanter with his hard nail and 
shaking his head regretfully. “This was the only defect 
in his otherwise useful activity. It can be overlooked 
and forgiven. But what matins he gave the priests!” 

“Yes, he certainly gave it to you hot,” Pastukhov re- 
marked. 

“Us? What do you mean?” Mefody exclaimed, tak- 
ing offence. “We've shaken the dust of the priesthood 
off our feet. We are Protestants. By our break with the 
seminary we contributed to the great work of the great 
Protestant.” 

“You have indeed contributed to the great work,” 
Pastukhov repeated mockingly, pushing his empty glass 
towards Mefody. “Fill it up, rhetorician, fill it up.” 

They clinked glasses cheerfully, and Pastukhov, look- 
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ing much brighter, but with his head bowed, said 
very quietly: 

“I can see plainly where this is going to lead (he 
jerked his head in the direction of the bottles). So, before 
we get quite drunk, I want to tell you about the one 
who will never come back again. (He paused.) I’ve been 
wondering all the time—why this flight? Why did he go 
at nighttime with the lantern, the torch, through the 
darkness? Was he escaping from his spouse Yasud- 
hara? What nonsense! Was it not from the present 
time, in which everything was against him? Was it not 
the time that ejected and discarded him as something en- 
tirely foreign to its essence? After all, he had not gone 
alone. He had taken our past with him. Was it only the 
19th century? No, it was more than the 19th century. 
More, let us say, than humanism. He took into the grave 
with him not only the Encyclopaedists, let us say. Per- 
haps all that was best in the Christian era, found its ex- 
pression for the last time in him alone and vanished 
with him forever. There will be none like him. In me- 
morium—and—nothing more.” 

Pastukhoy thrust his fingers through his hair and 
said nothing for a few moments. 

“Who will come to take his place? That’s an enigma. 
But his weapons will no longer serve. His fight will be 
continued in a new guise, in different battles. And very 
likely we, my friends, will come to the conclusion. at the 
end of our lives that, just as the era ending with him 
lasted for centuries, so the other era following it will 
last centuries, too.” 

He gave Tsvetukhin a swift glance. 

“Have I dug deep enough?” he asked ironically. 

“Good heavens, old chap—go deeper, by all means. 
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You don’t know how I adore this kind of thing!” Mefody 
unplored. 

“That'll do,’ Tsvetukhin stopped Mefody and laid 
his hand on Pastukhov’s shoulder. “It’s fine, Alexander, 
do go on.” 

“No, that’s all I have to say,” Pastukhov said wearily. 
“I’m not a prophet, [ don’t want to foretell the future. 
I shall say only one thing. He has left us a rule, as plain 
as a word. Here is the earth. Here is man on earth. And 
here is a task: a life good for man must be built up on 
earth.” 

“And if we have any respect for ourselves,” Tsve- 
tukhin continued his friend’s speech, “we have no right 
to think of anything but this rule. If we are going to 
learn of life—we are going to achieve something. As he 
learned. As he created for the sake of life and not for 
the sake of flourishes. If not, then we shall remain, like 
our art, mere flourishes!” 

“So that’s what you're getting at, is it? Back to your 
pet subject again,” Pastukhov pounced on him, blink- 
ing. “But it’s true, undoubtedly true. After him—there 
can be no joking either in life or in art. It would be a 
disgrace.” 

“It is a disgrace—it is a disgrace!” Mefody exclaimed, 
tearfully. “Now we're off! Good lads! Let’s get on a bit 
further! No good just marking time!” 

They drank in unison, and their heads seemed to 
have been waiting for that glass, as for the last cleaving 
blow. Now freed of all toils and ties, they roamed at will 
through some wonderful planless city where the streets 
interlaced, intertwined like a ball of yarn a kitten has 
tangled. Here everything was mixed up, tears, censure 
and joy, the French Revolution and the written promise 
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not to leave the town, the government that opined that 
excommunication should be lifted from Tolstoy, the 
Holy Synod, which resolved not to permit this, the rights 
‘of man and citizen, Mefody’s crystal stopper, the poet 
Alexander Blok’s verses, Kirill in prison, daybreak seen 
through the window, a herring’s tail in a wine glass, 
kisses, curses, empty bottles, Tolstoy’s teaching of non- 
resistance to evil—until all these turned into a blurred 
mess, and sleep overcame them. 

The host gave up his own bed to Pastukhov, while 
he and Mefody took the other, and they knew nothing 
of the cold cheerless day awaking, how it came to life, 
reached its climax, wore on to its decline. 

When they awoke, they felt the necessity to pull 
themselves together and dispatched Mefody, who suf- 
fered more than anyone, for vodka. But he had only just 
gone out when he ran back again, calling out hoarsely— 
he had lost his voice overnight—‘‘He’s alive! He’s alive!” 

He waved a big sheet of paper over the beds. 

“Get up! Get up! He’s thought better of it! He’s put 
it off!” The three men, with tousled hair and shirts open 
at the neck, huddled close to read the newspaper, almost 
tearing it in their eagerness. The stop-press news was 
headed in bold type: 

“We hasten to contradict the information published 
last night of Leo Tolstoy’s death—Leo Tolstoy is alive.” 

They did not look at each other. Mefody was sub- 
dued. They stood motionless, reading with difficulty the 
telegrams strung in columns—the jumble of inconsisten- 
cies asserting things that no one believed, and denying 
those that everyone was convinced of. Pastukhov pinned 
the news-sheet to the wall. Tsvetukhin opened the win- 
dow. They got dressed and straightened up the room. 
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“Still, I can’t think he’ll last long now. Just a brief 
delay,” Pastukhov said. 

“Who can tell?” Mefody ventured. “He's a very stur- 
dy old man. He’s stood the test of time, the old fellow 
has. He may get over it yet.” 

‘Don’t gab so much,” Tsvetukhin rebuked him 
gloomily. “Do your own job.” 

“{ wnderstand you: and what a blessed occasion for 
it!” Mefody said delightedly, as he disappeared through 
the doorway. “This very minute!” 

He came back as promptly as though he had simply 
spun round on one foot. They seated themselves at the 
table again. As easily as children slide down into a gully, 
they tumbled into a noisy confusion out of which they 
had just been dragged by drunken sleep. 

For two days running they seemed to themselves to 
be now infinitely happy, now miserable. They could not, 
even had they wished, remember the order in which the 
beer house, the theatre, the mulled wine, the sturgeon 
soup in the tavern, the night spent at Pastukhov’s house, 
the awakening in Tsvctukhin’s room, the pancakes fried 
in sunflower seed oil, eaten in Guzzlers’ Row in the 
Upper Bazaar, had followed each other. The world 
turned into a swing, now soaring to the sky, now rocking, 
like a cradle. Then suddenly, out of somewhere, a street 
conversation, given significance by anxiety and pain, 
would break in: 

“Well, is he still alive?” 

“Good heavens, no! He’s been dead these two 
days.” 

“You don’t say so? Why, that was contradicted, I 
read it myself.” 

“So they were in too much of a hurry, eh?” 
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Yes, well if he has to go, better to go quickly. He’s 
had enough pain in his time.” 

Then, like something on a page over which ink had 
been spilled, telegrams written in the post office and sent 
to Moscow and St. Petersburg, emerged indecipherably 
in the memory. The telegrams were torn up, re-written, 
unexpectedly repeating the Astapovo telegrams and then 
the post office merged with the newspaper office, from 
which, once more, with striking clearness, the memory 
bore out the freshly-printed lines: “Later in the evening 
the temperature was 366, the pulse 110, breathing 36. 
The patient ate little.” 

And now, after dull tossing and turning in a fog, 
Pastukhov saw himself in the morning in the street, as 
an unexpected gift—after a refreshing sleep, and feeling 
like a man who has come to a new place and is delight- 
ed to find himself alone. No one hung on his arms, talked 
nonsense in his ear, or tried to kiss him. He was 
his own master and kept silence with pleasure. The 
sense of desired sobriety consisted of pleasant trifles: 
he was shaven, had changed his clothes, his hands 
smelled of soap, his sight distinguished one object 
from another as though everything around him was 
cut and faceted. 

FIle could see from a distance the crowd around the 
window of the newspaper office, but he did not quicken 
his steps; he went towards it in a reserved, quiet 
manner. Two artillerymen, smelling of eau de Cologne, 
moved away from the crowd, and a very young ensign 
turned a radiant face towards his comrade and 
said: 

“And still, he wept and said: ‘It is the peasants— 
the peasants who know how to diel’” 
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“You think he was afraid? He fought at Sevastopol.’* 

“Still, he envied them.” 

“It’s harder for the old to die—they know too 
much.” 

Pastukhov saw behind the glass, high over the heads 
of the crowd, a long supplementary column in a broad 
mourning frame. The old man’s living image was looking 
down at the people. Pastukhov noted that his hair curled 
like a child’s at the temples, and he slowly read _ the 
words he was fully expecting to see: “6:50 a.m. (from 
our own correspondent)—At 6:05 a. m. Leo Nikolayevich 
Tolstoy passed away quietly.” 

Then he skimmed the headings: ‘‘A Dangerous Con- 
dition” —““His Last Moments” and then again: “Today at 
6:05 a.m...” and the signatures of five doctors. After 
this he read spasmodically: ‘'.. .The correspondents rushed 
olf to the telegraph, reluctant to believe in the inevi- 
table end.... We correspondents feel the last moments 
of this great man, heart and soul.... Mourn, Russia, and 
be proud!...Very slowly, in single file, the correspond- 
ents paced around the house where the sufferer lay... .” 
But he could not read to the end and returned again 
to the lines. “Today at 6.05 a.m....” 

Moving away at last, he decided it was time he went 
home. He started at the easy, poised stride with which he 
usually set out on long walks. It seemed to him that he 
was still enjoying the sense of sobriety. He still saw 
each object with the same startling, clear-cut sharpness 
of outline. It was a week now since he had thought of 
Tolstoy’s death that everyone was awaiting, and he had 


* L. Tolstoy fought in the heroic defence of Sevastopol, 
(858-1856. 
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been sure that he had already grown accustomed to it 
and it could no longer startle him. That he thought only 
in snatches somewhat surprised him. His thoughts 
kept returning to the same incoherent phrases: “fled... 
from his spouse Yasudhara” and “very slowly, in single 
file, the correspondents paced.” He tried to drive out 
the trifling, senseless phrases, and to think connectedly, 
but could not manage it. 

The house was damp and smelt like a lodginghouse 
of drunken people. He opened the windows and the flue. 
He soiled his hands with the soot, washed them thor- 
oughly, and, with the towel over his shoulder, went up 
to the table. 

The scattered sheets of manuscript reminded him that 
he had tried to read his play to his far-from-sober friends, 
and that Mefody had roared that he was a genius. 
He put the sheets together attentively. A sentence took 
shape in his mind and he did not know whether it be- 
longed to him or had occurred in one of the articles 
he had been reading this week: “If the inhabitants of 
other planets were to ask our world: ‘Who are you?’— 
mankind might answer with pride, pointing to Tolstoy: 
‘We are hel’” 

Very calmly, with the conviction and consciousness 
of doing right, Pastukhov tore his manuscript to bits, 
and the scraps of paper flew about the floor. With a gri- 
mace of contempt and pain he turned away from the 
table, went over to the bed, stood motionless for a mo- 
ment and suddenly slumped down. Burying his face 
in the towel, he burst out crying and sobbed as he had 
done as a child—in the same room—when his father pun- 
ished him cruelly and unjustly. 
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* 31 * 


MERKURI AVDEYEVICH was climbing the steps of the lodging- 
house, surveying the rickety staircase meanwhile with 
reforming scrutiny. The caretaker, a veteran of the 
war with Turkey, followed close behind his employer. 
Meshkov would point with his silver-knobbed stick 
at a rotting board, a nail sticking out, a broken baluster. 
and turn round each time to the soldier’ without 
speaking, obliging him to look in the direction his 
Stick pointed. Disconcerted, the old soldier shook his 
head ruefully. At last they reached the bunks where 
the tenants, shivering with cold, were getting through the 
business of the morning, preparatory to sallying out into 
the town in quest of the day's precarious carnings. 

In the corner by the Parabukins’ curtain, an elder- 
ly bristly carpenter was sharpening his gouge on a whet- 
slone. 

‘You'd do well to take your axe and go mend the 
stairs,” Meshkov remarked to him. “Anyone might break 
his neck coming up those stairs to you.” 

“What business is it of mine? [t's your house, you re- 
pair it,” the carpenter retorted coolly, without pausing in 
his work. F 

“You think you're slill living in the village, I suppose? 
It's not my road—so it doesn’t matter whether it's 
passable or not, eh? The stairs—it's for common use, 
isnt it?” 

‘Aye, and when it comes to collecting {he money, it's 
yours, I expect, but when it comes to repairs, then you 
talk of common use. You think you're Tolstoy, do you? 
All for the common good, and the rest of it.” 
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His neighbours in the bunks laughed. Parabukin 
popped his head through a slil in the curtain; his features 
were fined down by emaciation and there was a swollen 
hruise of very recent date under one eye. 

“You know a lot about Tolstoy, I’m sure,” Meshkov 
said, rather taken aback by this retort. 

‘We know all right,” Parabukin put in, having 
cleared his throat. “You aren’t the only one who reads 
the papers.” 

“And what are you doing here?—delivering Sunday 
lectures?”” Meshkov demanded. “Maybe you’re preaching 
Tolstoy’s ideas here? How many times have I told you to 
get out of that corner? Are you waiting for the constable 
to come and evict you?” : 

He turned to the caretaker. 

“Why don’t you see to things? You were told this 
corner had to be cleared.” 

“That’s right, Merkuri Avdeyevich, I'm at him to get 
oul day in, day out, IT tell you, but all he says is: ‘Where 
am I] to go?—with the winter setting in and all, and me 
with young children?’ He’s as stubborn asa mule, honest 
to God he is!” 

“I'm giving you warning, Tikhon,.in a decent, civil 
way. Don’t get me angry, look out for another place to 
live while there’s time,’’ Meshkov said. “I don’t care for 
suspicious characters; the police have their eye on you, 
and do you think I’m going to keep you here? Stirring 
up the folks hereabouts with your talk of Tolstoy?” 

“Tolstoy’s got your back up, has he? I daresay 
you're glad his soul’s gone to God?” 

“God doesn’t want his soul.” 

“A heretic, eh?’ Parabukin sneered with a chuckle. 

“Who are you to set yourself up as a judge?” 
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“And who's to judge, if not us? He listened to our 
judgment.” 

“How do you make that out? He was against drunk- 
enness, and you're a drunkard. Look at that countenance 
of yours, swollen and bruised again—it’'d make anyone 
sick to look at it.” 

“He was against drunkenness—that's true, of course. 
But he never went against conscience.” 

Merkuri Avdevevich cleared his throat and his brows 
drew down over his eyes as he demanded impressively: 

“What was it you wanted to say about conscience?” 

Af that moment the curtains parted, and Olga Ivan- 
ovna appeared from behind her husband’s back. Hast- 
ily tucking her pink flowered bodice, that matched the 
curtain, into the waistband of her skirt, she interposed 
in her usual loquacious manner: 

“Quite true, Tisha, as true as you're standing there! 
He had a conscience! He never did the poor any harm, 
Count Tolstoy didn't, all his life he helped them. He 
wouldn’t turn a mother and her little children out into 
the frost, he would have pity on them.” 

“Why didn’t you go to him for sympathy, then? 
Maybe, he’d have left you something. And you never 
started to think about him until after he was dead. It’s 
a bit late to try to dally with him now. Your Count will 
never be able to help you from the grave.” 

“You're gloating—because a heretic is dead!” Para- 
bukin repeated with ironic superiority, seemingly tower- 
ing over Merkuri Avdevevich and taking the offended 
Olga Ivanovna under his wing. 

“You're talking a lot of nonsense,” Meshkov interrupt- 
ed him sternly, “It’s unbecoming in a Christian to rejoice 
in anyone’s death. I'm sorry for it, I’m not glad, I’m 
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sorry that the old man died unrepentant, understand? 
Hie didn’t cleanse himself before the holy church, but 
died in pride and impiety—an apostate!” 

“Aha, there you are! Impious! Anathema! And what 
if he isn’t? He’s cleaner than you are! Cleaner than your 
Coenobites, with their candles and their incense. All 
the Goenobites know is how to destroy every word of 
justice.” 

“They don't destroy the word, you babbler, they pre- 
serve it. The word that is God Himself. That’s a hard 
nut for you to crack.” 

“There are lots of nuts I can crack, Merkuri Avdeye- 
vich. Only I can’t crack them when people knock my 
tecth out. But maybe when it comes to thinking, well, I 
daresay I understand as much as you do.” 

“I'm nol trying to knock your teeth out. It wasn’t I 
who gave you that bruise, was it?” 

“I'd like lo see you do it! You're a cautious old fel- 
low, vou know who'll take a knock and who'll give it 
back.” 

“You're threatening me? You go as far as to threat- 
en me before witnesses?” 

Meshkov glanced around him. The doss house tenants 
had gathered around, waiting to see where the argument 
would lead. Their greedy smiles had a touch of childish 
curiosity, as though they were standing before a cage 
where a mischievous boy was teasing an angry but 
amusing bird. 

“Looks as though he’s setting people against the 
landlord of the house,” Meshkov said to the caretaker, 
and buttoned up his coat tightly in a businesslike way, as 
though he had decided to go somewhere for protection. 

“Can't you hold vour tongue, instead of letting it 
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run away with vou, you windbag?” the soldier said to 
Parabukin. | 

Olga Ivanovna threw herself forward to shield her 
husband. 

“Don’t say any more, Tisha, hold your tongue for 
goodness’ sake. We're poor folks, poor unfortunate 
people, nobody will have pity on us. You should be 
ashamed, Merkuri Avdeyevich—here’s a sick, unhappy 
man, why do you choose him to pick a quarrel with?” 

“Over Tolstoy,” Tikhon said with a sneer again. 

“Oh, leave Tolstoy alone!” Meshkov raised his voice. 
He had been shamed a little by Olga Ivanovna, hut he 
still felt very irritable. “And don’t dare to mention his 
name in vain. He was endowed with rare gifts and you're 
no hetter than riffraff.” 

“Oh, now youre singing another tune, Rare gifts. It 
appears you've nothing against his gifts, you'd gladly 
have grabbed them and added them to your own do- 
main. But the trouble is the apostate business. The pelt’s 
a good one, see, it wouldn’t have been a bad idea at all 
to enter it on the credit side, but he’s a frecthinker, he 
broke away, he disobeyed the church, his sins won't let 
him into Paradise. It’s different with me, he was neither 
kith nor kin of mine, and his mind is far above me, but 
stil] I can sing his praises. Because he called men to the 
truth. Whether he called them according to the rules or 
against them, it’s all one to me. People looked back to 
him to see if they were in agreement with him or not. 
And you, too, Merkuri Avdeyevich, you’ve cast a back- 
ward glance at him though you abuse him. He stirs the 
man in you too,...” 

Putting his arms around Olga Ivanovna’s shoulders, 
Parabukin pushed her gently away from him, and took 
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a step forward. He spoke in a quict, melancholy voice, 
as though ashamed of his anger, and addressing his fel- 
low-tenants alone, avoiding Meshkov who was staring 
somewhere over the heads of the people. 

“Don’t you start picking on me for that black eye: 
anybody can get into a fight. And I’m not boozing at 
present and that’s when I understand that I’m a good- 
for-nothing. Olga Ivanovna is right. It’s a pity I don’t 
work any longer on the railway. I'd have been on that line 
and stopped at Astapovo Station—the times I’ve been 
there in my lifetime!—and I’d have stood at the window 
of that house where he died. I would have stood there, 
thinking: here am I, one of those good-for-nothings you 
turned your eyes upon, Leo! Aye, what's the use of talk- 
ing! The general manager of the railway sent a wreath 
subscribed to by the railwaymen for his grave. If Tikhon 
Parabukin had been working on the railway now, there 
would have been a leaf or at least a blade of grass in 
that wreath from him. And now, as it happens, I’m 
out of it. Aye, Parabukin!”’ 

“Those words might gladden his heart more than the 
wreath. if he could hear them,” Meshkov said, conciliat- 
ed. “What does he want with a wreath?” 

“What does he want with a wreath?” Tikhon mim- 
icked. “You wouldn’t want him to have it. You’d have 
driven an aspen stake into his back, as if he was the 
evil one.” 

Merkuri Avdeyevich started back, his trembling fin- 
gers touching the hand of the soldier, seeking support, 
gasping noisily for breath. He did not raise his voice but 
croaked with an effort, as though lifting a weight from 
the earth: 

“Well, Tikhon, blame yourself now. I was going to 
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take pity on your little ones, but you would put Beelze- 
bub himself out of all patience. Gather your rubbish to- 
gether and get out! I won’t have even the smell of you 
here! ['m going straight to the police station. You'll sing 
a different tune there! They won't stand your dallying 
with the Count there!” 

Parting the crowd of people glowering at him, he 
passed between the bunks, thumping his stick threaten- 
ingly on the floor. 

“You can go and good riddance!” Olga Ivanovna 
called after him. ‘“‘We never expected anything good of 
you!” 

Her prominent eyes dimmed, the corner of the mouth 
turned down and twitched, her broad brow flushed in 
red patches. An impulse of irresistible energy scized her 
small body—she rushed over to the box that served An- 
nochka as a bed, lifted the lid and started flinging out 
various articles of clothing and rags, talking without 
stopping: 

“There must be some kind folks in the world still. 
Someone’ll take pity on my poor little mites. We won't 
freeze. Annochka, dress Pavlik. Here are his stockings. 
No, the white pair looks better. And dress yourself. 
Here, take this. Put on this blouse. Never mind. We 
won't die. Here, take this tape to tie round your stocking. 
Pull them up higher. We’ve managed to live to this day, 
we'll] manage to live a bit longer, I daresay. Take this 
belt and fasten it round Pavlik.” 

So she went on, seizing first one thing, then another, 
holding them up and looking at them against the light, 
throwing them aside, measuring them against herself or 
Annochka, striving for a beauty known to her alone out 
of a combination of pitiful, castoff rags. 
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Parabukin stood silent by the curtain..His face was 
fixed, he watched his wife with stunned fear. Suddenly 
catching sight of his expression, Olga Ivanovna broke oft 
in the middle of what she was saying, darted up to him 
and pressed her cheek to the chest that was still broad 
and deep. 

“Never fear, Tisha,” she said, seizing his hands and 
squeezing them hard. “There's nothing to be afraid of! 
I've thought it all over. And I’ve talked to the right peo- 
ple about it. Let's all go together. And now you get 
dressed.” 

She handed him a clean Russian shirt with embroi- 
dered neckband that she had saved in the trunk against 
a rainy day, and he, meekly enough changed his shirt 
and put on a wadded jacket, very faded and rusty- 
looking, the product of his wife’s indefatigable labour. 

Olga Ivanovna, having shaken out and dusted and 
perched on the crown of her head a crumpled pale-blue 
felt hat with a canary yellow wing, tucked the elastic 
under her knot of hair with trembling fingers, and, tak- 
ing Pavlik in her arms, went ahead. She was closely 
followed by Annochka, who trotted along with short stiff 
anxious steps, and Parabukin. The doss house watched 
them go with gravity, realizing that the woman's absurd 
holiday finery had been dragged out to the light of dav 
as the last desperate weapon of indigence against the 
world’s harshness. It was only after taking some vitally 
important decision that Olga Ivanovna could turn to her 
happy and forgotten past as a resource. Not a word was 
said as the Parabukins passed between the bunks. And 
only when their footsteps had died away on the stairs, 
the carpenter sighed as he laid his planes, gauges and 
drills away in his toolbox: 
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‘“M-yes, he’s in for it now, the old man is.” 

The Parabukins went up the causeway and turned 
the corner. Before they reached the school gate, Olga 
Ivanovna set Pavlik on the ground, pulled down his 
clothes, smoothed the fair curls resembling his father’s 
that escaped from under the homemade cap, and took 
him by the hand. He had learned to walk. He toddled, 
held on to his mother, managing his foot rather like a 
scoop. 

When they came level with the wicket, the Parabu- 
kins did not enter the yard, but after making two or 
three slow and uncertain steps, paused by the big gate 
which stood open. 

Outside Vera Nikandrovna’s home a carter was finish- 
ing loading the dray with furniture and bundles. The 
inevitable peak of all such loads, the samovar, shone al- 
ready between the legs of an upturned chair. The carter 
was throwing a rope over the load and drawing it tight, 
having slipped one end through the slats of the side, and 
stood bracing his foot against the wheel. Vera Nikan- 
drovna came out of the house, carrying two lamps. 
There could be no doubt about it: she was moving. 

Olga Ivanovna glanced at her husband in alarm. He had 
guessed her intentions and understood that they were 
now completely dashed down, but he said nothing. She 
darted forward, dragging the dawdling Pavlik after her. 

“My dear!” she cried, nodding an excited greeting to 
Vera Nikandrovna. “We were just coming to see you!” 

She pushed Pavlik before her, as though confident 
that he, in his homemade cap and tape girdle, tottering 
on those uncertain legs that had not yet straightened, 
would provide an exhaustive explanation of all that had 
taken place. | 
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“We were coming to see you. I hope you'll excuse us, 
I'm sure I would never have dared to do such a thing, 
only once, in the course of conversation, you remember? 
—you said that if anybody ever threw us out of the doss 
house, you would give us shelter somewhere. So that’s 
how things have turned out, dear Vera Nikandrovna. 
Meshkov has thrown us out in the street, unfortunate 
people that we are, just like this.” 

Her hand moved from Pavlik to Annocka, then to 
her husband, and she pulled down and straightened the 
children’s frocks and then straightened her own hat, 
which had slipped sideways. | 

“But you see,” Izvekova said, in some embarrass- 
ment, glancing down at the lamps which she was press- 
ing rather awkwardly to her sides. 

“Yes. What’s all this? Where are you going?” Olga 
Ivanovna asked, trying to pretend that she did not un- 
derstand. 

“Well, I've been thrown out, too, in a manner of 
speaking.” 

“Who on earth dared to do such a thing?” 

“Oh, tndeed!” Vera Nikandrovna said with a smile. 
“It's all so simple. The High Commissioner of Education 
gave orders for my transference to another school. lm 
moving to Soldatskaya Settlement, outside the town.” 

“Good heavens! How can such a thing happen?” 

“Why shouldn't it happen? My son’s in prison and 
I am not considered a trustworthy person any longer.” 

She said it with unprotesting bitterness and with such 
conviction that Olga Ivanovna stretched out her arms in- 
voluntarily to her and glanced round at her husband as 
though appealing to him for sympathy. 

“Tisha! We would have helped Vera Nikandrovna to 
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move to her new home, wouldn't we, if we weren't in 
the same fix ourselves. We’re thrown out in the street, 
right out in the street.” 

“Well, what about it, if we are on the street?” Pa- 
rabukin said contemptuously. “Nothing new, is it?” 

“Bul the children—the little children!” Olga [vanov- 
na cried imploringly. 

“Oh, don’t trouble about me, thank you for offering 
to help me, I'll manage, I daresay,” Vera Nikandrovna 
was saying, apologetically and at the same time con- 
solingly. 

“We'll manage first-rate, never fear—it isn’t the first 
timc,” the carter called out suddenly, giving a jerk to 
the reins lying slack on the horse’s mane. “Now we're 
off, ma’am!” 

At that moment Annochka darted up to Vera Nikan- 
drovna and, seizing qa lamp by its foot, gabbled in her 
mother’s loquacious eager manner: 

“Tl carry that, let me, please let me! [ll see you 
there, PH go with you. Let me have it, please, do!” 

She tugged and tugged at the lamp, trying to drag 
it away, while Vera Nikandrovna clutched it closer to 
her, looking at the girl with her eyes aglow. Stooping, 
she kissed Annochka on her brow and_ whispered 
tenderly. 

‘Never mind that. Let go. You stay with Mamma. Will 
vou, like a good girl? And you'll come and sce me some 
other time.” 

Then turning quickly to Olga Ivanovna, she said: 

“You must forgive me for not being able to help you 
this time. I'll have but the one room in the place I’m 
going to. But if you like, Annochka can come to stay 
with me. I'd have her with pleasure.” 
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“Oh no, thank you, we couldn't think of troubling 
you!” Olga Ivanovna exclaimed, wiping away the tears 
with her knuckles. “We don’t want to be a burden to 
you. Why should we? And besides, Annochka is the only 
help | have—what would I do without her? But if you'll 
allow us, we might stay in here, in the empty house, 
maybe? Just till we find a corner? What do you think 
of it? Only for a day or two while it's empty, eh?” 

“But I'm afraid it isn’t empty: the new schoolmaster 
is moving in today.” 

“Oh, goodness me! It seems as if everything is... 
well, really.... Well, what do you think?’ Olga Ivanov- 
ny demanded with a fresh burst of energy, “what do you 
think if we were to go to Meshkov’s daughter with our 
troubles?” 

“To Shubnikova? Yes, why not? She's a kindhearted 
person. Yes, I think you should go.” 

“Well, if you've finished chatting, ma’am?” the carter 
urged them again taking the bridle and starting to turn 
the rattling, clanking dray. 

“That's the idea! That's just what I’m going to do! 
Why didn't it occur to me straightaway, I wonder?” Ol- 
ga Ivanovna went on, hardly pausing. “Tisha, here, you 
carry Pavlik. Come along, Annochka. You know Lisa, 
dont vou? Well, then, Iet's go. She’s a lady now—mar- 
ried and rich and happy. Lisaveta Merkulovna, she’s 
called now. She'll help us Come along, quick.” 

They all moved off behind the cart and passed 
through the yard to the fussy Olga Ivanovna’s unbroken 
flow of chatter While the carter was closing the creaking 
gates, the schoolmistress and the Parabukins said farewell 
to each other, with many good wishes. Then the family 
trailed away in the other direction with Olga Ivanovna 
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at the head of the procession, and Annochka, turning, 
winked at Izvekova, as to a very special friend of her 
own age, while Pavlik stared attentively at the horse 
over his father’s broad shoulder. 

Vera Nikandroyna was reminded of the day wher 
she and Kirill had watched the curious procession of 
the Parabukins cross the yard, the first time she had 
made the acquaintance of that odd family, and she fclt 
very sad. She glanced at the school. The three stark pop- 
lars bowed before the wind, and their dry boughs creaked. 
Within the walls of the house a shrill bell rang 
and the sound came through the open panes in the win- 
dows and was followed by a chorus of high-pitched 
voices of schoolboys. The lesson was over. 

For more than twenty years now Vera Nikandrovna 
had been Jiving in that house, and that same shrill bell, 
those high-pitched boisterous shouts had become a part 
of her life. Here began the way she had gone with her 
freedom, her love and her sorrow. Here Kirill had been 
born and while she had lain in the throes of childbirth 
the same bell had clanged through the house, and she 
had tried to count the lessons—the first, second and third, 
and when the fourth and last lesson had started the 
child had come into the world and his first cry had min- 
sled with the cheerful shouts of the boys racing down- 
stairs because they had heen allowed to go home, Vera 
Nikandrovna’s husband had come over to the bedside, 
knelt down and kissed her brow. damp with cold sweat. 
Here, in the attic, in the beating and whirring of dove's 
wings, the boy Kirill had amused himself, and here, 
when he grew older, he used to bring some favourite 
book with him and sit by the dormer window, calling it 
his country seat. Here, in this house, he had spent his 
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last day of freedom and from here had been taken away 
into the unknown. 

All that long and poignantly-memorable path was 
ended now, like a trail that, lost in the undergrowth of 
the bank, leads to a slough. All that remained of the past 
was piled on the dray, and Vera Nikandrovna was fol- 
lowing it. 

The dray rattled over the cobbles, the carter, plod- 
ding beside it, twirled the ends of the reins in the air and 
from time to time pushed the back of a chair further 
under the rope. The streets stretched before them, desert- 
ed and silent at first, then busier, with clattering drosh- 
kies and noisy trams, and then again came quieter, silent 
streets. The melancholy grey expanse of the river with 
its stark inhospitable sands came in sight. The pavements 
came to an end, and the wheels rolled soundlessly along 
the dusty ruts between the ridges of frozen mud. Vera 
Nikandrovna trudged alongside the dray, clutching the 
lamps, which smelled of kerosene, close to her like some- 
thing precious, and keeping her eves on_ the _linch- 
pin, smeared with tar, of the back wheel. She felt nei- 
ther weariness, nor desire to reach her destination soon, 
nor even reminiscences—they seemed to have been Ieft 
behind with the white house, the fence and the three 
bare poplars, tossing in the wind. 

Izvekova’s new quarters were in a smal] house or 
“wing, with two windows, in a long row of houses in 
an immense waste. Behind it lay the sidings of a goods’ 
station and the smoke-grimed buildings of the round- 
house and workshops. The piercing whistles of the en- 
gines and the long-drawn-out moans of the sirens now 
swept over the wasteland and over the roofs of the 
houses, or were carried in the direction of the hills 
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and melted into their silence. The night was full of 
the angry puffing of the steam, the ring of hammers 
on iron, the spasmodic grating of the buffers between 
the cars, seeming to pass from carriage to carriage 
the warning words: steady-there, steady-there, steady- 
there. All these sounds were new and distracting to the 
ear. 

Vera Nikandrovna had not yet settled into her oew 
house, had not yet grown accustomed to fetching pails 
of water from the pump at the corner, locking the 
door, bolting the shutters, lighting the smoky little stove 
that had its moods—when one night late someone 
knocked at her window. 

From the time that Kiril] had been taken away, she 
had waited constantly for some unexpected, terrifying or 
joyful visit that would put an end to the wearying mel- 
ancholy and bring about a complete change in her des- 
tiny. At times it seemed immaterial whether this would 
mean a change for the worse, a still greater misfortune 
than the one she was enduring, or whether it would 
mean relief and peace. But the waiting was fevered, 
painful, morbid, it had undermined her strength and 
was becoming more aftd more unendurable. 

The tap at the window, in that little, lonely, and 
still strange house alarmed her. She wrapped herself in 
her shaw] but did not go out or light the lamp; keeping 
close to the wall, she waited for the signal to be repeat- 
ed, It was a. windy night and the gusts sighed and 
whistled in a thin flute-like note in the cracks of the 
walls and window frames. A locomotive emitted a dreary 
hoot, and shunted against a train of emply, hollow car- 
riages. It was a long train and the alarmed sound of 
the buffers—steady-there, steady-there—drifted far away 
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info the distance. The tap at the window was repeated. 
It sounded more insistent, yet at the same time there 
was something uncertain and tactful about it. Vera Ni- 
kandrovna ventured into the lean-to. It was not so 
quiet there, the piping of the wind in the crannies was 
bolder and livelier. She held her breath and listened. 
Then three steps rang out on the hard ground: someone 
had left the window and was at the door; it groaned 
under the blows of a heavy fist. 

“Who is there?” she demanded, her breath catching 
in her throat. 

“Does the schoolmistress Izvekova live here?” a 
man’s low voice asked. 

“But who is it?” she repeated, still unable to control 
the catch tn her throat. 

“Don’t be so suspicious, no one is going to harm 
you,” the voice replied with such warmth and serenity 
that she felt relief, gaining contro] of herself at once. 

“What do you want?” | 
“I have a bit of a note here about a certain busi- 
ness.” | 

“Tell me who the note is from and what the business 
concerns.” | 

“We don't know,” the voice replied in a lower tone, 
adding questioningly: “But if you're Izvekova herself, 
then the business concerns your son.” 

“Tl just light the lamp,” she cried loudly. 

But instead of going into the room for the lamp, 
she struck up the heavy latch with both hands, putting 
all her strength into it, and opened the door. | 

The figure that emerged from the pitch darkness 
and stepped into the lean-to seemed extraordinarily tall 
to her. Bending his head, the man took a step forward 
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and peered about him, apparently adjusting himself to 
the narrow space. 

‘“‘Where’s the note? Give it to me!” Vera Nikand- 
rovna demanded in a whisper, as though startled by 
the noise the lifting of the latch had made and forget- 
ting her recent dread of the newcomer. . 

“I'll have to get a light,” he said, “my wallet is a 
very deep one, 1 can’t feel for the note in the 
dark.”’ 

“You aren’t deceiving me?” 

“What would be the sense of deceiving you now— 
the door’s open.” 

The stranger spoke mockingly, but so kindly thal, 
though she saw neither his face nor his eyes, and did 
not know whether he held something in his hands or 
not—she understood instantly, from his manner of speak- 
ing alone, that this was an old man, and she trusted 
him. She groped for the matches a long time on. the 
hearth, and the stove and in the kitchen drawer. After 
waiting patiently awhile, the visitor clapped his hands 
to his pockets to feel for a box, found one and asked 
her: 

““Where’s your lamp?” 

In the flare of the match she caught a glimpse of 
a lean face on which the folds of wrinkled skin hung 
loose, of a wedge-shaped white beard, and narrowed 
eyes. The thick belted jacket he wore shone with black 
patches of engine oil that had eaten into the material, 
which in consequence looked as stiff as bark. Taking 
off a cap as oily as the jacket, he laid it down on the 
wooden stool and leaned against the door post, his grey 
head reaching to the lintel. 

“So you're Izvekova herself, are you?” 
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“Well, what do you think? Would I have let you 
in, if I were anyone else?” 

“Il mean—maybe there might be someone else living 
here?” 

“No, I'm alone.” 

“I see. So you'll be Vera Nikandrovna?” 

“Look here, are you joking or what?” 

“Hardly. At nighttime. I wouldn't be likely to come 
for fun. I'm asking just to make certain.” 

“But [I'm telling you—I'm Vera Nikandrovna, Kirill’s 
mother, if it’s Kirill! Izvekov’s mother you're looking 
for. The letter's from him, is it? Give it here, do!’’ she 
spoke in an almost commanding tone, holding out her 
hands and advancing on the old man. 

One corner of the shaw! slipped from her shoulders 
to the floor, exposing the embroidered nightgown, with 
the Jong, dark, hastily-plaited hair hanging over it. 

The old man’s eyebrows rose understandingly and 
then drew together. He removed his cap from the stool 
to the table, sat down and said with the good-natured 
slyness of a grandfather: 

“As to who the letter’s from, you'll read that for 
yourself. We'll get it out of the wallet in two ticks.” 

Gripping the edge of the stool, he stretched one leg 
stiffly, trod hard on the back of the dusty heel with 
the other foot to loosen it, pulled off the vamp with his 
hands and slowly drew off the boot top. Then he drew 
out the inner sole and shook it lightly, nodding ruefully 
as though dissatisfied with its worn appearance. Agairi 
he thrust his hand into the boot and started to scrape 
something out of the toe. 

“Good heavens, what a time you take!’ Vera Ni- 
kandrovna exclaimed impatiently, 
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“That’s the proper way,” he agreed peaceably 
enough. “The longer it’s hidden the sooner it’s found, 
you know.” 

At long last he drew out a paper rolled to the shape 
of the toe and handed it to Izvekova. 

She unrolled it, turned up the lamp flame, and stand- 
ing close to it, deciphered the small but carefully 
written epistle. 

“Dear Vera Nikandrovna, 

The writer is your son’s friend. It’s true, ’m much 
older than Kiril] but he called me his comrade and I call 
him mine. J am writing to comfort you in your anxi- 
ely about him. The affair has not ended so badly for 
him after all, but on the contrary, he’s got off lighter 
than we might have expected. You may not know, but 
you will hear very soon that Kirill was sentenced to three 
years’ banishment to Olonetsk gubernia. It isn’t a very 
bad place, really, though it is in the North. He won't be 
alone there. There are some decent folks there and they 
will help him. I can promise you that during the initial 
period Kirill will be supported both as regards food and 
lodging. Money, too. Money may be sent to him as soon 
as he has a definite address. He will write to you him- 
self. And books are to be had there, so he need not 
waste his time. There are educated people in those parts, 
too, so he will rather advance in knowledge than other- 
wise. Vera Nikandrovna, I want to tell you that 
Kirill has received word that you are well. I cannot 
promise definitely but there may be a chance of sending 
him a letter. So you should get one ready, only a short 
one, though. And I must tell you, too, that you need 
have no doubts about your son. He is very young but 
he could be an example for many a one far older than 
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he is. The term will soon pass and Kirill will be such 
a support to you as perhaps you never expected him to 
be. Do not regret that he has laid such a trial upon your 
shoulders; the trials will serve him in good stead 
for he is a strong man. I will say in closing this letter 
that though he has marked out an ambitious plan for 
a larger life for himself, he will never regret it, for he 
has aimed at something within his powers. And now 
goodbye and best wishes. So get that reply ready. De- 
stroy this letter as soon as you have read it.” 

Vera Nikandrovna gathcred her shawl! around her 
and turned lowards the old man. He had put on his 
boot again and was sitting with his cap on his knees. 
His attentive, steady and rather condescending gaze ex- 
pressed satisfaction. The woman tried to discern in that 
gaze all that the stranger might know, and she under- 
stood that he was cut out for this kind of thing—to 
disguise with a good-humoured gibe, and the sly glance 
of the quizzically narrowed eyes, all that might be 
known to him. Yet she could not help but ask the ques- 
tion that seemed the most vital at the moment. 

“Who is this letter from?” 

“Doesn't it say?” the old man exclaimed in feigned 
surprise, shaking his head regretfully. “There you are 
now!” 

“You're not supposed to tell, is that it? But you. 
know who sent you, don’t you?” 

“Who would send me? I’ve got legs and I can walk, 
can't 1? Nobody’s likely to go into the ins and outs, 
the why and the wherefore.” 

“Well, but just tell me this one thing—may I write 
a reply to this man? Just a few lines? And you'll send 
it to. him?” | 
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“Why bother to write, my dear Vera Nikandrovna? 
I've a good memory still, I can repeat whatever you 
want me to say, word for word.” 

“But I only wanted to write a line or two to thank 
him,” she persisted gently. 

“All right, then,” he agreed in the kind tone he had 
used at first. “Only I can’t wait very long....” 

“I won’t be a minute!” 

She ran into the other room and returned at once, 
fearing a leaf out of an exercise book on the way. She 
did not sit down, but leaning close to the lamp, she 
began to write in pencil, and the shaw! slid slowly down 
from her shoulders as before. 

“You did not choose me to know from whom I re- 
ceived the bitter news of my son. But I can sec that 
you are his friend and so you are mine, too. Thank 
you, my dear friend, for the help you have promised 
my boy and for your sympathy in my sorrow. J, too, 
believe that he will bear his suffering with the dignity 
that I think is characteristic of him. But so many dan- 
gers await him on the way, so many dangers and tor- 
ments! Help him, since you have taught him to call 
you comrade and since you cal] him by that name! And 
above all things, do not turn away from him when 
things go wrong, when others may turn away from him, 
should he prove weak or timid at an hour of weariness, 
despair or cheap temptation, if such an hour should 
ccme. I can promise you that he will never hear from 
me a word of bitterness and never know of a single tear 
I shed. For now | know from you that he himself chose 
the way he is going, and I want to be a staff to him and 
not a sack of stones weighing him down. We will help 
him to this larger life if'-he feels his powers equal to it. 
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Once more—I send you my sincere thanks, my un- 
known friend and comrade, If you write to him before 
I do, tell him I send him a mother’s blessing ” 

She rolled up the letter carefully as the other had 
been rolled and went close to the old man. With the 
solemnity of one who has just finished an elevated work, 
and the glance of one who looked deep into men’s 
hearts, she scrutinized his face. 

“Here,” she said softly, “give this to....” 

She paused, and then pulling herself together, con- 
cluded: 

“Give it to Ragozin.” 

The old man pulled his cap down on his head, got 
to his feet and thrust his fingers into his belt. 

“Give it to him yourself, my dear, since you know 
more than me about it,” he said weightily. 

“Oh, no, I don’t know more than you,” she said, 
smiling, “I’ve only heard there was such a person, and 
so I thought it was he who sent me the letter.” 

‘Well, I can tell you there’s nothing in those foolish 
thoughts of yours. And anyhow, it’s time I was going.” 

He stood there, his hands still thrust into his belt, 
while she stood holding out the letter. 

“You'd better do what he tells in the letter,” he said 
sternly, 

‘Who? He?” she asked. 

‘Yes, what did he tell you to do?” 

The old man strode up to the table and picked up 
the letter. 

“What do you want? You mustn’t! That’s mine—it 
was sent fo met’ Vera Nikandrovna protested, her voice 
rising almost to a scream. “Give it back to me!” 

The shaw] slipped down to her feet, her hair was 
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shaken loose, she stretched out her arms, trying to 
wrench the letter away from the old man. But he pushed 
her masterfully out of the way, and, going up to the 
stove, threw the letter on the hearth and got the matches 
out of his pocket. 

“You've read it, haven’t you?” he demanded roughly, 
and answered himself: “So you have. You’ve memorized 
it? You did. Then that'll do. Do what you were told 
to do—before my eyes. Do you understand?” 

He struck a match, set the letter alight and waited 
calmly while the flame, soaring eagerly, sank and went 
out. He took the handful of ashes and rubbed it between 
his palms. 

“Give me that note of yours,” he growled in a mild- 
er tone. She handed it to him and unexpectedly, her 
flushed face brightened with gratitude, she said: 

“Wait a minute.” 

She opened the cupboard and got out a bottle of 
dark green sparkling glass. She broke her nail in trying 
to get the cork out and started to look for the cork- 
screw. 

“Don’t fuss about so much,” the guest said in a fa- 
therly tone. 

His gnarled brown fingers caught the cork like: pin- 
cers and drew it out easily enough. Vera Nikandrovna 
filled a glass with the thick, blackish-brown liquor. The 
old man took off his cap again. 

“And what about you?” he said. 

She poured out a.smal] glass for herself. He wiped 
a sticky drop that was trickling down the side of the 
bottle with his finger, licked it, then raised his glass, 
and with a suggestion of a wink of his small, quizzical 
eye, asked: 
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“To your son’s health, eh?” 

“You know him, do you?” 

He drained his glass, smacked his lips and shook 
his head. 

“It’s cherry, isn’t it?” 

“No, plum. So you know my Kirill?” 

Still keeping his eyelids tightly closed with satisfac- 
tion, he croaked: 

“It’s got a sting to it!—it’s like real Communion wine, 
honest!” Then, opening his eyes a crack, he winked 
again. 

“Your son, you say?” 

He wiped his lips, gathering his beard ia his fist 
and straightening it with one movement. 

“He takes after vou in looks....” 

“Yes, you're right! He’s very like me!” she agreed 
eagerly. “Where did you see him? When?” 

Happy, excited and impatient, she waited for him 
to tell her, but instead he frowned, thrust the letter 
neatly into his boot, got up with a businesslike air and 
held out his hand. 

“Thanks for the treat. It's time for me to be going.” 

Stooping rather awkwardly, he went into the lobby 
and there she hesitated to repeat her question. He van- 
ished into the darkness whence he had emerged, still 
more suddenly and mutely than he had appeared. 

Vera Nikandrovna did not lie down to sleep that 
night. She sat on the edge of her bed until daybreak 
ruled lines of light on the chinks of the shutters. Then 
she went outside. 

It was a raw November morning. with whitish clouds 
hanging low, and various kinds of ragged, sluggish 
smoke rising from the station to meet them. They 
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rivalled each other in dull tints—grey-blue, golden-rusty 
over the tracks, fiery red and purplish-black over the 
roundhouse, with milky strands of steam twining in 
them like ribbons in braided hair, outsoaring each other 
on the way to the sky, where they merged in a canopy 
of soot. 

Vera Nikandrovna stood there for a Jong time, watch- 
ing the unfamiliar struggle of smokes that threatened 
to overwhelm the world. The smell of coal, oil, over- 
heated lubricants and paints rolled in waves over the 
great dusty stretch of wasteland from time to time. The 
iron knocking, clanking and grating multiplied and 
spread. 

But the morning light surged in like the tide irresist- 
ibly, and it seemed to her that she was inseparable 
now from the insignificant little house where she had 
seen the dawn break this morning and which was to 
be her home for a long, long time. 

She went to open the shutters. 


* $9 # 


SOON AFTER her wedding, a lucky day, like a_ lost 
card turned up from a rejected pack, fell to Lisa's 
lot. It had been decided to alter the original program 
of pleasure and go for a cruise on a yacht. 

Vitenka was at the helm, and two of his bosom 
friends were taking turns at the sails. Lisa settled down 
in the bows. A lateral wind was blowing and they were 
tacking first to windward and then fo Iceward, describing 
a wide curve, from sands to shore, then back to the 
sands, and Lisa cried out at the turus when the yacht. 
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rolled. She was not alarmed; she was thrilled and it 
amused the yachtsmen and they laughed. The yacht was 
painted white, set off with light blue, and bore the 
name of Petal. It suited the vessel, which glided easily 
over the bottle-green rippling waters, the sail looking 
like the curled edge of a white petal. 

When they emerged in mid-channel, the huge Green 
Isle spread before them, deep in reeds and undergrowth 
that had taken on autumn colouring. The willows’ silver 
was growing sparser and almost all drowned in pale 
lemon, darkened in places with tobacco, merging with 
the Naples-yellow of the sands. 

The keel hissed as it drove into the yielding sand of 
the shore and the crackling and swishing of the willow 
branches seemed to fill the space between river, earth 
and blue sky. 

The party went ashore, the fine sand filling their 
shoes. They spread a sail on the ground and set out 
their plates and glasses on it. Vitenka tried his tenor 
ina song. It was the voice of an unsophisticated singer, 
fond of listening to himself. It rose very high and dropped 
suddenly like burning straw that has gone out. Li- 
sa craned her neck in astonisment at discovering in her 
hushand this unknown and impressive gift. After they 
had drunk some wine, they attempted to sing in chorus, 
but it appeared they did not know any of the songs 
properly. The best effect was achieved in the students’ 
songs, for, though they did not remember them very well, 
they repeated them with great gusto: 


“From dusk to late dawn 
Soon’s the lights are turned on, 
. The students are out on a spree. 
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While Harlampy the Saint 
With his head in gold paint 
Looks on at the great jamboree. 


From the church he would run 
And Join in the fun 
Were it not for his age and the Joss. 


When he’s tempted too sore, 
The Saint watts no more, 
And nimbly slides down the cross.” 


From that point it did not go so well, though every- 
one knew that the old man had descended from his lofty 
perch, let himself go with the students, and then had 
been excommunicated from the company of saints by 
the implacable council of the other world. 

Talking of the carefree student days, both Vitenka 
and Lisa—particularly Lisa—grew rather sad. Judging 
by the tales you heard, how quaint those cabbies’ pull- 
ups in Moscow must be at night, where one joins the 
drivers in eating fried eggs and grated turnip radish! 
How pleasant to sit in a boulevard, turning the leaves 
of a syllabus of lectures and sometimes doziny off on 
a friends shoulder! How entertaining it must be to move 
from one lodging to another with a few belongings in 
a dress basket, a pillaw, and a bundle of books! How 
poctic those outings to Sparrow Hills, trom where you 
could see the hundreds of gas lamps lit in the streets 
and the fireworks on holidays! What fun to take exami- 
nations instead of each other. fooling some absent-mind- 
ed professor, and to go to evening parties in turo in 
the same students uniform! 

“It's a pity, though, when these students gel mixed 
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up in politics and spoil the good time they’re having,” 
Vitenka said. | 

“That's it,” his friend agreed, “they start collecting 
money for convicts and exiles, get hold of some weap- 
ons or other, and stir up trouble of all sorts, There's 
a spot here, on this island, where they used to come and 
practice shooting, Do you want me to show it to you?” 

“If it isn’t very far.” 

“It’s over where those big trees are.” 

They decided to go and look. The supple willows 
parted easily, and the strangers passed through one by 
one, the branches closing behind cach, so that it seemed 
o monster snake was creeping through the underground, 
opening and closing the coils of its body. A man would 
be as hard to find here as a needle in a haystack, and 
it was no wonder the Green Isle was the haunt of all 
who sought a quiet retreat—fishermen, lovers, secret 
underground workers, suicides, fowlers and fugitives. 
Nature gave shelter to all alike, chastising passions with 
mosquitoes and midges, gratifying them with the land- 
scape, bathing, and pleasant careless rest on the warm 
beach. In the hues of its dress the island was equal to 
the townsman’s most exquisite dream and now in the 
autumn, the lake, the backwaters, the willow copses, the 
groves and the solitary trees were symbolic of deep 
relief and sweetness after long pain, like that of a 
mother when her travail is over. 

They came out in a clearing fringed by white wil- 
lows and alders and towering among them a poplar with 
pale trunk and crooked shoulder, The scene was now 
set for the winter stage—the dry crumpled grass on the 
earth looked seared, the trees were bare, the sky showed 
vividly through the dark network of branches. 
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The big trunk of a poplar was excoriated for a space, 
the height of a man’s belt to his head, the bark was 
peeled off, and the white wood riddled with bullets that 
had gone deep. Vitenka dug one out with his knife, and 
the friends argued as to what kind of a firearm it had 
come from. 

“A Browning, of course,” Vitenka’s fricnd said, “‘it 
inust be, because the undergound people don't use 
anything but Browning revolvers now. I know for a 
fact.” 

“But how can you tell when the shot was fired?” 

“Well, the bullet hasn’t had time to rust yet, and 
it's near the surface, too. Old bullets lie deep, you see, 
and the new are near the surface. What do you think? 
The whole trunk is full of lead, through and through. 
The tree is dead.” 

He dragged downward a big gnarled branch that 
broke with a crunching noise. 

‘See, it snaps like a twig. Who knows,—maybe Pe- 
rovskaya*™ herself fired at this tree. She used to come 
here to mectings.” 

“And who is she?” Vitenka asked. 

“The less you know, the better for you! Our boys 
who were sent to prison in the summer knew too much. 
They used to come here last spring with their revolv- 
ers; I was fishing at the time and I saw them.” 

Lisa was listening, absorbed, and looked at the tree 
so attentively, it seemed that she wanted to impress on 
her memory every splinter of its trunk, with the bark 
like a loofah, every scorched pit where the bullet had 
left its trace. 


* Sophia Perovskaya (1853-1881) prominent in the secret ter. 
rorist party known as “The People’s Will.” 
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Vitenka went up to her and suddenly pinched her 
leg hard, twice. She gave a start and a liitle cry escaped 
her. 

“What's up?” he demanded in astonishment. “Did 
anyone bite you?” 

She could say nothing—his face expressed only inno- 
cent concern. Then he added, with peevish boredom: 
“Oh, come on, let’s go home, we've had enough outing 
for one day.” 

They tried to talk him into staying a while longer, 
but he was stubborn: he complained of a headache, very 
likely from the sun, and assured them that he was going 
to be ill. : 

On the way back he refused to steer or see to the 
sails. He sat down in the bows, in Lisa’s place, and 
uttered only one word, when the helmsman let go the 
wheel as they were tacking and the vessel nearly started 
to take in water. 

“Ass!” 

When they reached the Yacht Club, and they had a 
moment alone, Lisa asked her husband what was the 
matter with him, but he pretended not to notice her, and 
said nothing. She followed him with a sense of under- 
going punishment for something. He took a cab and 
they drove home in silence. 

He retired into his room and locked himself in, after 
which he made no sound until the evening, when Daria 
Antonovna came home. Then he comptained to her, 
through the closed door, of feeling very ill. Lisa had to 
listen to the aunt's reproaches. How could she pay so 
little attention to her young husband? Perhaps he needed 
a cold bandage on the head, or a hot water bottle to his 
feet, or perhaps the docter should be sent for? Standing 
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outside the door, painted to imitate oak, Daria Antonov- 
na, with her head on one side the better to hear his 
answers, carried on her interrogation. 

“Did you take your temperature?” 

No, it appeared that Vitenka had not thought of the 
thermometer. 

“But how can you manage without the thermo- 
meter?” 

It seemed he could manage. 

‘Are you perspiring?” 

No, there was no sign of perspiration. 

“Perhaps, you've caught a chill and you're shiver- 
ing?” r 

No, he wasn’t shivering either. 

“Well, if its only your head that’s bad, maybe you 
ought to lake a powder?” 

But Vitenka was not inclined to take anything. He 
wanted to give himself wholly to suffering, since he had 
been driven to that state. 

“You've been driven to it, you say?” Daria Antonovna 
exclaimed in horror, turning accusing eyes on Lisa. “But 
here’s Lisa standing at the door, suffering too. So perhaps 
you'd better suffer together; it would be easier, I should 
think, eh?” 

But this ruse evoked no response from Vitenka. 

Late that night, as Lisa was dozing off, he appeared 
at her bedside in his dressing gown and bedroom slippers: 
Even his moustache had lost its spruceness and drooped, 
his face looked slack and bloated, as though he had over- 
slept. “Perhaps he has really been asleep the whole eve- 
ning?” Lisa thought. But no, Vitenka’s manner was not 
that of a person just awakened: he was breathing like an 
athlete after a long run. 
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“You think I'm an idiot, bul I can tell you you're 
very much mistaken!" he panted hotly, 

“Tell me what has changed you all of a sudden?” 
Lisa cried, sincerely upset. “What's on your mind?” 

“You want to know what’son my mind? I'll tell you. 
I would have told you in any case, I'm oot one of the deep 
sort thai keep everything to themselves, I'm oulspoken 
and straightforward. And you shouldn't keep everything 
to yourself, either, it’s like a knife in my heart, do you 
hear?” 

He bent over the bed. 

“Who were you thinking of on the island when 
you were standing by that tree? Who was it? When 
we were looking at that bullet—who was in your 
thoughts?” 

“12... Who?...” Lisa repeated, raising herself on 
her elbows, and recoiling slightly. “I wasn’t thinking of 
anybody.” 

“You're lying!” he said, moving after her, so that she 
felt his breath coming closer. 


“I never tell lies.” 

“You're telling one now! You don't want to admit 
you were thinking of your Izvekov? I know all about it— 
about what went on between you and Izvekov! You are 
silent now, eh? I was told everything—about the whole 
affair from beginning to end!” 

He still hung over her, and became almost unrecog- 
nizahble to Lisa. It was almost as though he had turned 
into an infant, and again, he had something decrepit about 
his face, bis suddenly aging mouth trembled—he was 
so hurt. Then he straightened himself, as though satisfied 
and triumphant that he had made the necessary impres- 
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sion, and in the voice of a judge pronouncing the verdict 
he announced: 

“If you think we're going on a honeymoon, you're 
mistaken. There isn’t going to be one.” 

“I'm not forcing you.” 

“What right have you to force me anyhow?” 

“All right, then, ’'m not asking you for one.” 

“Aha! You’ve taken offence! So I guessed right! If I 
had been mistaken about Izvekov, you wouldn’t have tak- 
en offence. Remember this, I can read your mind 
through.” 

A low sob escaped him and, with his shoulders droop- 
ing, and the lorf® girdle with its red pompons trailing 
behind him, he went out of the bedroom. 

Lisa was struck by the effective domestic scene, enact- 
ed almost with professional skill, but still she felt sorry 
for Vitenka, and at first was ready to make up the dif- 
ference somehow as soon as possible. He seemed very 
young, much younger than she herself felt. He needed 
some strong influence, as a spoiled child needed it, and 
Lisa was wondering where to begin her efforts to correct 
his character. Her feeling for him was not, of course, free 
and unattached, and therefore she felt something like 
guilt and guessed that he must feel disappointed in her. 
Perhaps for this reason she pitied him. He had looked 
for passion in her, and she, too, had dreamed of expend- 
ing her tenderness, but as yet she was afraid to acknowl- 
edge that she could give it fully only to another. It was 
becoming clear to her that if she wanted to have it out 
with her husband, she would have to touch on the main 
question, and the main question was the thing that she 
was obliged to hide. And so she suppressed the impulse 
to make up the quarrel. Afterall, one of them would have 
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to apologize. For her to do it would be to admit that 
he was in the right. And she had only to do this 
for the conversation to turn on the main thing that she 
was concealing. She resolved to wait until he made the 
first advance, for in that case she would remain in the 
right, and that was as it should be. Except for the main 
thing, he was at fault, with his roughness, his slyness, 
his childish mischievousness. As is usually the case with 
vouny couples, she was still convinced that it was out of 
the question to live together in disagreement, and never 
suspected that squabbles, and differences, and insults 
rarely prevented people from jogging along in the family 
waggon to the grave. So she made thelirst step towards 
the training of her husband: she waited for his repent- 
ance, 

Victor Semyonovich, however, was in no hurry to re- 
pair the shaken married bliss. His was a nature that found 
it extraordinarily easy to replace what it had lost by 
new acquisitions. The first week of their marriage, as 
Lisa saw for herself, he exchanged one amusement for 
another in a twinkling. Now he found collecting old coins 
absorbing: even to the extent of going around the churches 
and exchanging the various small coins in the taper 
hoxes. He formed an acquaintance with churchwardens 
and encouraged beggars who came to offer him old cop- 
per coins al a profit. Sacks of coins, green with age, stood 
in his room and he would dive into them, fumbling for 
some specimen which was mentioned.in the catalogue. 
He threw over numismatics when he came upon a 
Stamp atbum in his desk and his old fondness for stamp 
collecting was resuscilated. Now the beggars who had 
been his visitors gave place to schoolboys, and day by 
day the pursuit of old Zemstvo postage ‘stamps and the 
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exchange of the Transvaal for Columbia or Siam for 
Canada went on. 

“My commission agents, the boys from the secondary 
school, are quite educated people,” he would say. “There's 
no doubt about it, stamps do broaden one’s horizon.” 

He devoted all his spare time to his hobbies, and since 
it was within his power to spare as much time as he 
liked, he was constantly absorbed in them. 

He had a telephone installed and used to ring up and 
ask the telephone girl the time. 

“Central? Good morning, miss. Shubnikov speaking. 
What time is itplease?”’ 

It was the fashion then to ring up the exchange instead 
of looking at your watch, And one had to watch the clock 
as, besides new crazes, there were many regular pastimes: 
billiards, the barbers’, his horse and his friends. 

For this reason it was soon clear to Lisa that the whole 
burden of the quarrel was to be borne by her, Vitenka 
never had a minute to spare, and was never bored, while 
she was idle from morning till night. Moreover, Vitenka 
was an adept in the art of silence. He could hum through 
his nose one of Vyaltseva’s favourite songs, gazing dream- 
ily meanwhile at the samovar tap and oblivious to the 
mos! persistent questions. He had the look of a man 
who has renounced the world for the sake of a poetic 
inner life that affords him unmeasured bliss, and this 
mask of a pensive, slightly crazy creature under a vow of 
silence gave him the advantage over those around hii. 
Naturally, Lisa tried to keep silence, too. But the weapon 
was as unwieldy in her feminine hands as a rapier in 
a child's. She would take it up, only to cast it aside, then 
turn to it again to struggle for victory, affording her 
opponent achance to enjoy the spectacle of her weakness. 


422 C, FEDIN 


The end of the quarrel was effected, not by Vitenka’s 
repentance, but by his unexpected magnanimity. One 
morning he presented himself before Lisa as though 
nothing had ever happened: he was pleasant, courteous, 
considerate to the point of gallantry, as if he had slept 
over the incident and now was incapable of believing 
for a moment that any disagreement could divide a 
happy pair like him and Lisa. 

Once more a program of entertainment was drawn up, 
Vitenka no longer pretended that his attention was 
engaged in more serious matters He was very fond of 
the music halls and in this respect, did not differ 
from merchants, ancient and modern, so many of whom 
had gone to the dogs for the sake of the music-hall 
artistes from Ochkin’s Winter Gardens. Ochkin’'s orgies 
were notorious from Nizhni Novgorod to Astrakhan, and 
gay sparks came from al] parts to drink a half-dozen 
botlles of champagne in good company and carouse with 
pretty girls in such a fashion as to leave a memory fill 
the day of their death. 

Lisa had heard of this music hall, but as a forbidden 
place, and she remembered that when the girls at school 
had uttered the word “Ochkin” they had exchanged 
significant glances and then lowered their eyes. But 
she was a grown-up lady now and it was permissible for 
her to visit all places of public amusement in the compa- 
ny of her husband. So one day, smartly dressed and 
accompanied by their friends, the Shubnikovs went out 
to hear the singers. 

In Ochkin’s Winter Gardens tall palm trees with fronds 
of a dead lacquered sheen shaded the fountain, and red 
lamps were reflected in its basin. Fat sterlet with black 
backs hung motionless—their sharp jaws pointed 
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towards the cascading waters, or glided slowly in a cir- 
cle, with languidly stirring fins. Along the narrow avenues 
moved plump German women, languid as the fish, in 
décolleté dresses of heavy silks with large brooches and 
fans on long gilt chains. Their white arms showed below 
the shoulder three vaccination marks like three stars 
on brandy bottles, and paste diamonds glittered in their 
high rolled hair. They gathered up their trains, made two 
or three steps, then let them trail along the asphalt path. 
Paper lanterns glowed among the oleanders. Couples 
were talking in the grottos of porous stone covered with 
ivy and furnished with couches. The string band was 
playing a medley from /l Traviata. 

Lisa discovered for the first time all that the human 
glance may mean: the eyes here outdid the tongue in 
their snaky sinuosity of expression. They beamed, 
sparkled, clouded, melted, disclosed fathomless depths, 
shot fire and darted lightning, dashed icy water over 
you, lifted you to heights you had never known, pleaded 
and refused, gave and took, drew, promised, filled with 
prayers and impatience, tormented pitilessly, were ready 
for anything, and rejected everything. Oh, yes, those eyes 
were far richer than pitiful human speech—they could 
lend innumerable shades of meaning to each thought, and 
a simple “yes” could be seen expressed in any tone or 
colour, from a heavenly blue to a muddy grey, from 
jet-black to brown, from ashen-grey to raven’s-wing 
indigo, and each of these coloured assents was illuminated 
after its own fashion in the eyes of the men and women, 
and each “yes” held its own “no,” each contained a 
doubt, a “but,” while calling and rebuffing, revelling in 
its implicit power. 

This wordless language of glances excited Lisa so 
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much that when she took her place at a small table in 
the large restaurant, her eyes, without answering any- 
one’s, spoke too, spoke of embarrassment, of curiosity, 
of shame, of salisfaction, of childish bewilderment and 
sudden feminine comprehension.Vitenka was transformed, 
he was obviously in his element, like a fish that 
has been kept in a bucket a long time and then sudden- 
ly released into a rushing torrent of water. He carefully 
tracked down his favourite dishes in the pages of the menu, 
and lighting on his prey with predatory glee, had it not- 
ed each time on the maitre d’hotel’s order list. 

Supper was served and the entertainggent began. Lisa 
was facing the stage. A Chinese juggled with spears and 
swords, a conjurer transformed doves into ribbons, water 
into smoke, an acrobat turned somersaults on a trapeze. 
Then a singer appeared in the proscenium, a fair-haired 
woman in a black dress that clothed her so completely 
that it seemed she was afraid to expose even the merest 
glimpse of skin: her collar was boned and reached to the 
ears, her train coiled about her insteps, long black kid 
gloves covered her arms above the elbow. Clasping her 
hands, she pressed her wrists to her breast and strove 
vainly and yearningly to unclasp them, and it seemed 
impossible, and her yearning grew stronger and stronger 
as she looked around the tables with eyes full of tears, 
and sang in a mournful contralto: 


“1 hear the winds of autumn moan, 
The faded leaves are driven in a whirl....” 


‘The next turn was a singer of very different tempera- 
ment who dashed out to the footlights to the tinkling 
of the piano. She wore no dress at all, and what little 
she had on seemed to encumber her and never gave 
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her a moment’s peace, and she kept trying to shed the 
little gauze belt she was wearing in lieu of a skirt and 
flung up her legs so high that her slippers seemed to be 
always in front of her face, while she explained her 
impatience by stormy cries of: 


“Oh, I’m just mad about Chinal 
Could anything be finer?” 


There was loud applause from all the tables and de- 
mands that she should sing The Fireman. She ran off, 
ran on again and sang Chanticleer. This made the tables 
still more rabid ig their demands for The Fireman. Aft- 
er disappearing behind the scene three times, she finally 
gratified the desire of the public. Her performance of 
China and Chanticleer could not bear comparison with 
the ecstasy that The Fireman aroused in her. She bub- 
bled, and boiled, and twisted, revealing to the audience 
the depths of her passion for the extinguisher of fires. 

Vitenka clapped as loudly as any of the members of 
the audience and overturned a glass of champagne in his 
excitement: 

“That's the real stuff!” he exclaimed, wiping off the 
splashes with his serviette. 

But, glancing at his wife, he discovered that she did 
not share his enthusiasm. Lisa’s cheeks burned, her 
brows were knit, her gaze fixed on her plate. 

“Didn’t you like it?” he asked disappointedly. ‘That 
was a regular cabaret girl.” 

“I see you have to twist your neck,” Lisa replied, 
‘Let’s change places.” 

“What for? You won't be able to see as well from 
here.” 

“I prefer to sit with my back to the stage.” 
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They changed places and Vitenka explained to his 
friends: 

“She’s only a child yet.” 

They all laughed and made fun of her, begging her 
{o turn round whenever a new girl came on. 

“Go on, have a look,” Vitenka coaxed—he was 
rather tipsy by this time. “Look at this one, she’s quite 
modest.” 

“Prim enough to go to church with, almost,” a friend 


chimed in. 

“There isn’t even a knee showing,” another explained 
obligingly. s 

Suddenly Vitenka noticed a curious change in Lisa’s 
eyes, as though they were slowly altering from their usu- 
al greenish-blue to dark, and dilating. He fidgeted a ht- 
tle, sat up alert, and at a distant table, amid the unfamil- 
iar faces, caught sight of Tsvetukhin’s sleek, ra- 
ven’s-wing hair. Glancing back at Lisa, he saw that she 
was hastily tidying her fluffy hair. He fancied he saw 
her fingers trembling. Bending towards her, he said in a 
low voice: 

“So that’s why you wanted to change places, 
is it?” 

She had hardly time to raise her eyebrows, when he 
kicked her ankle hard under the table, and she winced 
from the pain. Then he clinked glasses with his friend 
and, raising his high, exclaimed: 

“Friends, let’s drink to saintly women! To those who 
can’t stand frivolous entertainments!” 

They had hardly time to drain their glasses, when 
Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov appeared at their table. Both 
men were in evening dress, with white asters in their 
buttonholes, and smoking extraordinarily long cigarettes. 
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After they had shaken hands with Lisa, they bowed to 
the company. 

“Allow me to introduce you to my husband, Victor 
Semyonovich,” Lisa said rather uncertainly, in a low tone. 

Vitenka and then his friends stood up stiffly and 
bowed. 

“We wanted to suggest,” Pastukhov said simply, 
“that we should join forces. You're having such a good 
time together that Egor and | became envious. Come and 
join us at our table or we'll come here, just as you like, 
—I think there’s a better view from here.” 

“No,” said Vitenka, “This is the first time my wife 
has been to Ochkin’s and she’s sorry she came. She can't 
bear the music hall style of thing, she prefers the thea- 
tre,” and he cast qa glance at Tsvetukhin. 

“Quite right, too,” Pastukhov rejoined seriously. 
“Let’s go into the question at more length over a bottle 
of Depré.” 

“You’re a sportsman, aren't you?” Tsvetukhin said, 
smiling at Shubnikov, “the wrestling is to start just 
now.” 

“My wife can’t look at women who aren't fully 
dressed, much less men She wants to go home.” 

Vitenka made an impressive bow. 

“What a pity,” Tsvetukhin remarked to Lisa. “We 
were hoping to have a chat with you. Do stay a while.” 
“No, she doesn't want to stay on any account.” 

“TI can see that the husband’s will is law,’. Tsvetukhin 
said, smiling again. 

“Quite right, law it is!’ Vitenka said, scraping his 
feet ceremoniously as he stood waiting; then, addressing 
his friends: “Please pay the bill and I'll settle with you 
afterwards. Come, let's go, Lisa.” 
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He showed her out with a theatrical gesture, she said 
goodbye and passed between the tables, followed by Vi- 
tenka, the picture of courtliness and consideration. 

Once more he buttoned himself up closely, as it were, 
and retired into himself. But when he got home, he 
shed the cloak of inaccessibility and taciturnity so quickly 
that the buttons flew off and scattered in all directions: 
Victor Semyonovich Shubnikov had emerged in his nat- 
ural state once more. 

He dropped into the first armchair that happened 
handy, uttered womanish shrieks and burst into sobs. 
His hands and legs trembled, his head shook, he tossed 
from side to side, now falling on his knees, and beating 
his face against the upholstered seat so hard that the 
springs hummed. 

Lisa stared at her husband with callous dislike, and 
then the horrid thought struck her that he might be an 
epileptic. She ran for some water and offered him a glass 
but he dashed it aside, splashing the water about, and 
uttered still more piercing screams. Gradually he roused 
the whole household, and his aunt came running in from 
her part of the house. They managed to get Vitenka to 
bed, where he continued to toss on his pillows and feath- 
er beds until he was exhausted. By the time the doctor 
came he was lying motionless and looked like a corpse. 
His aunt was weeping quietly, the doctor was full 
of sympathy for her but prescribed the simplest treat- 
ment: a weak solution of laudanum in case of a repeti- 
tion of the fits, and at the same time—perfect quiet, or- 
dinary diet and baths of a temperature of twenty-nine 
degrees Celsius. 

It was this temperature of twenty-nine degrees Celsi- 
us (neither thirty nor twenty-eight) that impressed Daria 
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Antonovna particularly: it was evident that the illness 
was no joke, and since Vitenka had never ailed anything 
like this before his marriage and his illness grew worse 
whenever Lisa appeared, the reason for it obviously lay 
in his unhappy marriage. 

‘Well, my dear, there is no point in walking up and 
down the rooms with your arms folded,” Daria Antonov- 
na said one morning to Lisa, ‘Goodness knows when Vi- 
tenka will be well again, and business doesn’t stand still. 
You'd better go and sit at the cash desk in the shop in 
the bazaar. | can’t be everywhere at once.” 

And though Vitenka had done next to nothing for the 
business, they demanded as much from Lisa as if he had 
toiled in the sweat of his brow, and so she spent a great 
deal of her time in the drapery shop near her father’s 
store, where but a short while ago she had first met her 
husband. 


* 33 #* 


WHEN she heard the word “bazaar” Lisa remembered 
the fear she had felt in childhood of the beggar 
who frequented the Peshka Market. He used to sit 
on the ground, baring his teeth like a horse trying to rid 
himself of an uncomfortable bit, and every inch of his 
face twitched, rivalling the head, shoulders and the body 
in dreadful shaking. Lisa’s mother had told her that the 
man had St. Vitus’S dance, and that she must always 
give him a couple of coppers. And every time she threw 
the coins into the painted ‘wooden saucer resting by his 
feet, she ran away and plunged into the thick of the 
crowd, so as not to see that awful face dancing before 
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her. For this reason she always avoided the bazaar and 
kept as far as possible from it. | 
True, there was one pleasant corner of Peshka—the 
remains of an old arcade where the birdcatchers traded. 
Inside and out, on its old peeling dilapidated walls, hung 
many cages and snares, inhabited by hundreds of gold- 
finches, blue-tits, bullfinches and crossbills, and from a 
distance the medley of bird notes sounded like a musical 
box with broken needles. Among the bird-sellers there 
was one old man whom she liked particularly—he looked 
like a pilgrim. He was training the young nightingales 
that he kept in low cages, covered with thick canvas. 
Lisa paused by the old man and looked at his deeply 
tanned face, the broad nose, the shaggy curly grizzled 
beard and whiskers, the narrow slits of eyes, and it used 
to give her a thrill of surprise when two pin points of 
light suddenly appeared in those slits, and the twittering 
and trilling, the whistling and velvety flow of song issued 
from his hairy mouth. At Annunciation she would 
come here to free the blue-tits, holding in her palms the 
fluffy little warm bodies, then letting them go, and watch 
how they darted like arrows, described two or three fes- 
toons in the air, then settled on the gable of the arcade, 
preening and spreading the wings long unaccustomed to 
flight. Often she saw herself in dreams taking flight with 
a strange lightness and swiftness, as some unearthly 
body, and then alighting on the iron roof of the arcade. 
The Upper Bazaar was harsh, avaricious, ferociously 
desperate, and violent. It was swarming with cardsharp- 
ers and thimbleriggers. There were drunken brawls, 
thieves were caught and beaten to death, police whistles 
shrilled from end to end of it. All around there were peo- 
ple eating, gobbling, guzzling. The market-women rolled 
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the sausages in their greased palms to make them shine, 
fried pancakes and the like in sunflower oil and piled 
them up in towers and mountains. Crafty peasants pre- 
sented peep shows, seating their spectators under a black 
canopy where it was stulfy and smelt of kerosene lamps. 
Country folks who had come up to see the sights moved 
in aimless droves among the booths and stalls, clutching 
their purses tightly. The Tatars haggled till they were 
blue in the face over prices, old crones swore and vowed 
by the holy name, the blind chanted nasally their prayer 
for alms, and pious old men, festooned from head to 
foot with strings of onions, piped thinly: “Hey, good- 
wives, Onions, onions, onions!” 

For hours on end Lisa would watch the seething ba- 
zaar crowd from the shop window. 

It so happened that one dull cold midday she saw a 
tall powerful rough, with a shock of light curly hair, 
carrying a child in his arms and pushing his way through 
the knot of people to a sharper who was playing a kind 
of blind hookey. The game consisted in the sharper’s 
flinging on a mat bars of chocolate with pictures of 
beauties on the wrappers. The bars lay picture duwn- 
wards, and the point was to turn one up like a playing 
card..If the gambler happened to pick it up by the beau- 
ty’s head, he won the bar, if he turned it by the feet, he 
paid the: price of the chocolate. Everything was perfectly 
Square and above board: the sharper holding ‘the bar 
by its corner, showed everyone plainly where the head 
and feet were, then he flung down the bar, which, hav- 
ing described an are and made an elusive flourish, fell 
on the mat. Practically everyone who tried his hand at it 
was tricked and lost. But the sharper’s assistanl, who 
worked with him on the quiet, won bar after bar as 
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the public looked on, and this roused the gambling in- 
stinct in the simpletons. 

When the big man with the baby pushed through 
the onlookers, a little girl with fair hair like his own, ran 
up behind him and tugged at his coat. 

Through the open lattice Lisa could hear her insistent 
voice: 

“Papa, listen, Papa! Don't play, don’t play. Come 
away!” 

The man turned and said: 

“Tl win something for you and your brother, wait a 
minute,” and on he went, elbowing aside the idlers. 

A moment later he turned round with a wry and 
rather guilty smile lighting his hollow-cheeked face. 

“I’ve lost this time. But wait, [1] have another go.” 

Hardly had he reached the sharper, when a little 
woman with a canary feather in her hat ran up and 
clung like the little girl to his coattail. 

“Bother you!” he said. “Let Pavlik have a try. Pav- 
lik’s lucky. Now pull, Pavlik!” 

He set the child down on the ground, and bending, 
pushed him forward, to the encouraging remarks of 
the bystanders. 

At that moment the woman with the little girl, who 
had been whispering anxiously together, turned so that 
they were seen in profile from the window, and Lisa 
recognized Olga Ivanovna and Annochka. She tapped 
on the glass to attract their attention, but they could not 
hear, for the man exclaimed triumphantly: 

“He’s won! Pavlik’s luck is in today!” 

“That's fine, thank goodness for it, I’m-sure, and Ict 
that be enough for us, and come along,” Olga Ivanov- 
na started in her garrulous way. 
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“Look, wait just a minute,” the man protested good- 
humouredly. “It’s only quits so far: I lost once and won 
once. Now let Pavlik have another go: he'll win, he’s 
lucky, he is!’ 

‘‘No, he’s won once, and that’s enough.” 

“Stop gabbing, I’m saying. Let Pavlik win some choc- 
olate for himself. If he does, then it’s a sign that your 
lady will help us.” 

The people willingly moved aside to let him pass 
with the child, and he pushed him gently to the front. 
The sharper flung the chocolate again with a flourish, and 
fhe bystanders surrounded the child, admonishing his 
father: 

“Don’t push him! Don’t touch him, let him pull it 
himself! See, take it, litthe one, win a bar for yourself.” 

Little Pavlik made a grab at the chocolate and bore 
it straight to his mouth, when many hands were stretched 
out at once and took it away from him to see which 
corner he had picked it up by. He set up a roar. 

“He’s lost!” the man exclaimed, shaking his head. 

“We'll have no luck with your lady. But let’s have 
another go.” 

He thrust his hand into his pocket for money. But 
Olga Ivanovna picked up the crying baby, handed him 
to Annochka and clung to her husband’s arm. 

“Come now, let’s gol” 

Lisa was longing to interfere, to buy Pavlik some 
little present, and caress him, so she ran out from behind 
the counter. But at that moment the whole family 
trooped slowly into the shop. 

Olga Ivanovna held out her hand to Lisa, with re- 
peated nods of astonishing vivacity, her hat bobbing on 
its slack elastic. 
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“I hope you'll excuse us, dear Elisaveta Merkuryev- 
na, for bringing the whole family to see you at once. This 
is my husband. You know our Annochka, don’t you? 
And this is Pavlik, the baby. What are you about, An- 
nochka? Shake hands nicely. Put the baby down on his. 
feet and wipe his nose properly. You see, Elisaveta Mer- 
kuryevna, we made so bold as to go and see you at home, 
but we were told that your husband is ailing and laid 
up, and you're taking his place in the shop. So we've 
come here to see you, excuse us, for goodness’ sake. 
What ails your husband? So young and all! Pavlik, 
stop picking your nose, will you, and stop crying this min- 
ute or that old man behind the counter over there will 
run away with you. Yes, of course, he'll be all right, he'll 
get well, won't he? And you—you’'re just the same young 
thing that you were. Asif you'd never got married at all. 
That's right, isn’t it, Tisha?—I always told you what a 
lovely girl Lisaveta Merkuryevna was, didn’t I?” 

“You'd better tell her what you want of her,” Para- 
bukin said, ‘don’t waste her time.” 

He paused by the door post, shading his injured eye 
with his hand in embarrassment, and holding Annoch- 
ka’s elbow with the other. She held Pavlik by the hand. 
In front of the group unconsciously arranged like steps 
of stairs, stood Olga Ivanovna, facing the bewildered and 
motionless Lisa. 

“I'm sure I don’t know how to begin,” Olga Ivanov- 
na began breathlessly, and her eyes searched Lisa’s face, 
wondering what she was thinking, and flitted to and 
fro, dilated to their fullest sickly-large extent. 

“You know, we're tenants of your father’s, we live 
in the common lodginghouse. And all of a sudden, for 
no reason that we know of, and how it happened we 
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don’t even know—your father took a dislike to Tisha, 
my husband—there he is with us. Well, il went from 
bad to worse and the long and the short of it is—he or- 
dered us out of the place. You don't believe it? We didn’t 
believe it at first either, we couldn't! And now we have 
to believe it whether we want it or not, because Merkuri 
Avdeyevich is threatening us with the police and won't 
hear a word about our being stranded with little children 
and with no means of support, and Tisha, my hus- 
band, in bad health, too, ever since he got crippled at 
work,—look at him, you can see he’s no good for heavy 
work any more. And now our only hope is in your kind 
heart, dear Lisaveta Merkuryevna.” 

“Good heavens, what can I do?” Lisa said, glancing 
round involuntarily at the shopman, who was watching 
the scene curiously. “Of course, I'll do whatever I 
can....” 

“She has a heart of gold!” Olga Ivanovna exclaimed, 
clasping her hands in admiration. “And then you're so 
rich now! Surely you'll find some little room in your 
house—just a corner, no matter how humble. We don't 
ask for much, really we dun't! We've been used to 
cramped quarters for so long. Please try to put us some- 
where!” 

“I can’t say yet... I don’t know how my husband... 
what my aunt could do about it, that is, about rooms,” 
Lisa said, “I think perhaps I ought to speak to my 
father first?” 

“Oh, no, what use would that be? He won’t want us 
at any price.” 

“Still, if I try to persuade him... .” 

“My dear, my dear, you're the soul of goodness, I 
can see, But he'll never agree! He’s terribly angry with 
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us. He wouldn’t hear of it! And where are we to go with 
little children? If it wasn’t for them, do you think Tisha 
and I would be going about begging people to take us 
in? We used to live in a very decent way at one time. 
Tisha was on work that was far from rough, I can tell 
you. .. Perhaps you’d find work for him and take him 
on at your place?” 

“Oh, never mind that,” Parabukin growled. 

Lisa glanced at him, and then, with tormenting and 
timid sympathy, at the children. Annochka caught the 
glance and, craning forward, with the same hurried 
volubility as her mother, pleaded: 

“Yes, that’s true, you ought to do that. Tell your 
father he shouldn’t touch us. Please do. It’s not that I’m 
afraid, I can live in the street, if it comes to that, and so 
can Papa. But poor Pavlik—he’s only little, he’d be aw- 
fully cold.” 

Lisa darted towards her and threw her arms around 
her. 

“Oh, heavens!” Olga Ivanovna burst out with a sob. 
and was about to throw herself into Lisa’s embrace, 
when the shop door opened suddenly, almost crushing 
Parabukin against the jamb, and Victor Semyonovich 
Shubnikov strode into the shop, casting a searching 
glance at each person in turn. 

“Who's that you’re embracing?” he asked Lisa. 
“Relatives of yours, are they?” | 

There was dead silence for a moment, no one 
stirred. 

“Who are these people who come after you, looking 
for you? What do these meetings in the shop mean?” 

“You must excuse us,” Olga Ivanovna said, pulling 
herself together. She bowed to him, straightened her hat, 
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and took an almost unnoticeable step backwards, thus 
expressing the height of tact. ““We came to see your wife 
because we used to know her as a girl. We were asking 
her, and she’s been kind enough to promise, to help us in 
our trouble about rooms.” 

“She shouldn’t promise what she can't carry out 
without my consent,’ Victor Semyonovich said, glaring 
at Olga Ivanovna as though she was his personal enemy. 

‘We were just thinking—I hope you'll excuse us—that 
maybe if your wife asked you to help us ... you see, 
she knows me and my little girl Annochka. But as you're 
not feeling at all well....” 

“I’m in excellent health, and wish you the same,” Vic- 
tor Semyonovich said curtly. “And it isn’t the thing to 
go traipsing around the shops, begging and cadging.” 

“Their request concerned my father,’ Lisa said. 

“Then why did they come hanging around here?” 

Olga Ivanovna held out her arms impulsively to Lisa. 

“I’m imploring you—don’t refuse! Don’t go back on 
your kind intentions.” 

“Don't worry, PI] do as I promised,” Lisa replied 
rather coldly, but her voice shook and this alarmed the 
other woman. 

Suddenly, stooping towards Pavlik and gathering him 
to her, she planted him before Lisa and fell on her knees. 
The tears streamed down her checks as freely as a child’s. 
Pushing Pavlik gently before her, she crept to Lisa’s 
feet with a strangled cry: 

‘The little ones, pity the little ones, you have a heart 
of gold! Don’t change your mind! Help me, dear, help 
me! Don’t think better of it!” 

Both Lisa and Annochka darted towards her and 
tried to raise her, but she struggled in their hands and 
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fell. The knot of hair was shaken loose and fell about 
her neck, her hat hung on it by the elastic. She buried 
her face in her hands, outspread on the floor, and her 
whole body shook as she gasped out incoherent scraps 
of words and phrases. 

Parabukin detached himself from the door post, 
which seemed to have held him fast all this time. Raising 
Olga Ivanovna easily to her feet, he turned her towards 
him and laid her shaking head gently against his breast. 
Annochka picked up the hat from the fleor and clung to 
her mother, pressing her cheek against the woman’s 
back and looking at Victor Semyonovich with unwaver- 
ing sternness. 

‘It’s time to end the show—this isn’t the stage,” 
Shubnikov said, turning away and going behind the 
counter. 

“We're going—don’t get your hair off,’ Parabukin re- 
torted in a muffled tone. 

“Tf you don’t, you'll be made to,” Victor Semyono- 
vich raised his voice, and his face flushed as though with 
some crimson solution, other than blood. 

“Go on, insult us a bit more, you haven’t done 
enough yet!” Parabukin said scornfully. “The more any- 
one insults me, the less afraid I am. You can’t frighten 
me. Annochka, you take Pavlik. We've done enough 
begging from fine ladies and bowing down to them. 
We'll manage to keep alive without them, I dare 
say.” 

He opened the door and, still holding Olga Ivanov- 
na clasped to his breast, led her out gently into the street 
and the crowd. 

Slowly and painfully Lisa passed her hands over her 
temples. There was desolation in her eyes as she stared 
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at her husband, who was sitting, turning the leaves of 
the account book at the cash desk. 

“This is all unthinkably heartless,” Lisa said after 
a long pause. 

“You've got rather too much heart, haven't you... 
for other people,” he said without looking up from the 
book. 

“You haven't any at all.” 

‘| have when it’s needed.” 

“] think it’s always needed,” she said, and, suddenly 
raising her head, she added almost inaudibly: “Goodbyel”’ 
and went out with firm, unfamiliar tread. 

She almost ran through the bazaar bareheaded, in 
her rich light-coloured dress. People stared after her, and 
the cries of the vendors, the calls, and the haggling now 
barred her way, now sped her on as she darted through 
the crowd. 

When she reached her father’s shop, she stopped to 
take breath. 

Merkuri Avdeyevich greeted her with a smile, then, 
noticing something, looked her over from top to toe 
anxiously, 

“So you’ve come round—you found time to drop in 
on your father, my dear neighbour?” he said gently, 
though his face remained grave. “That’s nice. But why 
didn’t you put anything on—a cold day like this?” 

“I've come home,” Lisa replied, sinking heavily onto 
a chair. “And I'll never go back there again.” 

Merkuri Avdeyevich leaned over the counter to look 
at her and turned to stone. Everything around seemed 
to turn to stone at the same moment—the shop assistants, 
and boys, and all the paints and varnishes arranged and 
exhibited and sorted on the shelves. 


440 C, FEDIN 


* 31, * 


THE socIETY for the Aid of Children’s Homes and 
Educational Institutions under the patronage of the 
Dowager Empress Maria was arranging a literary gather- 
ing in the Gentlemen’s Club, and it was to be followed 
by a ball and a lottery. The wives of the law court offi- 
cials drove about the town, collecting from the wealthier 
citizens prizes for the lottery and inviting prominent 
people to take part in the affair. It fell to the lot of the 
Assistant Prosecutor’s lady to visit the Shubnikovs. She 
was accompanied by Oznobishin. Daria Antonovna 
received them, The richly-dressed visitor in her autumn 
hat with the black ostrich feather spoke to her with kindly 
benevolence. Oznobishin lent his respectful support. She 
expressed a desire to speak to the young Mrs. Shubnikova 
(“Elisaveta Merkuryevna,” Oznobishin prompted) to ask 
her to help in getting up the lottery, but it appeared that 
she was not at all well and could not come down to the 
drawing-room. Oznobishin inquired with a show of deep 
sympathy, whether Elisaveta Merkuryevna was seriously 
indisposed, and said that the Society was particularly 
anxious to see her at the lottery wheel the evening of the 
affair, Daria Antonovna promised to convey the wishes of 
the guests to the young couple, then the lady and Ozno- 
bishin took their departure, well pleased with their visit. 

The unexpected visit of so notable a personage was 
the reason for a new deliberation together of the aunt 
and her nephew to consider the method of procedure 
before the news of Lisa’s scandalous desertion should 
have spread. It was decided that the aunt would go to 
Merkuri Avdeyevich to ask him to admonish his daugh- 
ter as a father, after which Vitenka could make his: 
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peace with Lisa, and bring her home. Of course, it would! 
mean a certain sacrifice of self-esteem, but that would 
have suffered still more if the story had become 
known to others besides the shop assistants who had wit- 
nessed it. The scandal had to be nipped in the bud. It 
would be no joke if it went round the town that Shub- 
nikov’s wife had run away from him before they had. 
been married two months. 

This was the fourth day that Lisa was spending in 
the room that had been hers as a girl. A new queer 
feeling haunted her. She could not believe any longer in 
her former life, which drifted smoothly on towards the 
unknown future that called to her whimsically in vague 
dreams, or in the idle, thoughtless moments of leisure. 
She could not turn back and become one with that girl 
who had once tidied the books, straightening the rows 
of gilded backs with the ruler. Nothing had changed in 
the slightest, from the china inkstand with the chip off 
the sparrow’s tail to the cords for fastening the open 
window lattice, but the feeling of it all was different, as. 
though someone, some incomprehensible person was. 
standing between the past and the present and _ hinder- 
ing the grown-up Lisa from joining hands with little 
Lisa. And only the mother convinced her with every 
word, every casual touch, that the indivisible life of the 
one Lisa was going on, growing and filling with sorrow 
and yearning for happiness. 

Valeria Ivanovna’s lot was that of all mothers who 
give their daughters in marriage, with defenceless sub-. 
missiveness to the requirements of the circumstances,. 
simply because marriage is inevitable, and a union which. 
promises good provision for married life is better than 
one which promises indigence. She repeated the experi- 
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‘ence of this lot, too in that having married off her daugh- 
ter simply because it was out of the question not 
to marry her off, and having made her thoroughly un- 
happy, she then began to grieve with her in her grief and 
took her side in her dislike of the young husband. She 
was trying to make up for the wrong she had done by 
supporting or nursing in Lisa an enmity to the existence 
that the girl would never have known if her mother had 
not permitted it. She railed with the daughter against 
the disaster that she herself had prepared for her by 
her own passivity, and wept over her disaster. 

At the bottom of her heart Lisa had been deeply 
shocked that her mother had delivered her to her fate 
without the slightest attempt at resistance. But she be- 
came reconciled with her mother and her old love for her 
returned with still greater force as soon as she realized 
that by her desertion of her husband she had freed not 
only herself but her mother as well. For Valeria Ivanov- 
na, horrified for an instant by the flight, was as delighted 
by it next moment as if she had found a child whom she 
had feared was lost beyond all hope of recovery. 

Once more, just as it had been all their lives, they 
talked and talked all the evenings far into the night, and 
sat with their arms around each other morning and 
‘evening, sometimes weeping softly, and again, with fem- 
tnine calculation and patience, going over the smallest 
emotional experiences of their two months’ parting and 
estrangement, when they thought that there would he no 
more of the tender confidence between them that had 
anade them as one. 

All their talk turned on the one thing, that it was 
4mpossible to live with Victor Semyonovich, and since 
Lisa had left him, it would be an irrevocable mistake to 
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go back to him. If Lisa’s flight from her husband had 
encountered no hindrances, the mother and daughter 
would have settled the question at once and there would 
have been no particular need to sit side by side on the 
bed with their arms around each other talking and weep- 
ing for hours. But the husband had the law on his side, 
and he might use it. It was not certain, either, what deci- 
sion Merkuri Avdeyevich would come to as regards his 
daughter: he might deny her his home since she had 
scorned her husband’s. But the principal uncertainty lay 
in the thing they mentioned least of all, but that was 
constantly in their minds, they brooded over it with 
feminine anxiety, understanding each other at a glance, 
“xchanging question and answer in silence, expressing 
themselves through subtle changes of mood. And when 
the thing that Lisa suggested became a certainty, they both 
saw that the separation from her husband which had been 
practically decided upon, came up against an insuper- 
able obstacle: on the fourth day of her stay in her old 
room Lisa told her mother that she was to become a 
mother. 

That morning broke wintrily, reluctantly, and very 
grey. The flowers on the window sills and the branchy 
philodendron looked ashen. There was a smell of damp 
clay from the stoves that were just lit. The cat curled up 
on the couch and buried his nose in his hind paws. 

Throwing on a light fluffy shawl, Lisa went out on 
the gallery for a breath of air. For the first time since 
the wedding she gazed through the small latticed panes. 
The hills looked rather dismal and as though sprinkled 
with ashes. The yards of the houses huddled closer and 
seemed smaller in the vague thick shimmering light. The 
school had lost its whiteness; its outlines became 
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dim and the once stately poplars had a mean, shabby 
look. 

It was very quiet, and everything had retreated into 
ihe distance. Lisa grew quiet too. No longer looking out 
through the window, she pressed the tips of her fingers 
against the framework. A wasp, orange and black like a 
campaign ribbon, lay on its back, dead. Cobwebs hung 
like grey pencil marks between the hinges and the frame. 
The windows had not been opened for a long time 
now. Autumn was at an end. 

Suddenly Lisa gave a start: her father entered the 
gallery. He was coming straight towards her with his 
curious, springy gait. 

Since his daughter had returned home, Merkuri Av- 
deyevich had retired into himself. Ile seemed unable to 
free himself from the stunned state he had fallen into 
when he heard from Lisa that she had left her husband. 
He talked neither to her nor to Valeria Ivanovna and 
this foreshadowed some particularly awful and lengthy 
sermon. He was preparing himself for what lay before 
him, studying the teaching of St. Theophane the Her- 
mit, whose works he collected on his bookshelves and 
regarded as a true source of spiritual guidance. Merkuri 
Avdeyevich had composed in his head a whole lecture, 
consisting of a preamble, main argument and inference, 
and only when he felt perfectly ready for it, with all his 
Spiritual forces mustered, did he resolve to face the task, 
so as to be done with it, once and for all. 

The preamble was to consist of a condemnation of 
frivolous thoughts, idle musing, and in general all manner 
of day-dreaming and errant thought. The argument con- 
cerned the rise of need in soul and body; out of the first 
—sometimes fortuitous—gratification of a need, comes 
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the desire, always for some definite object; gradually, the 
desired objects increase in number, so that in time 
man’s needs are obscured by his desires, What, then, is 
the soul to do with these desires?—Merkuri Avdeyevich 
intended to ask at this point. The soul had to choose: to 
which of the desired objects was it to give preference? 
This was to~ be followed by the decision: what was to 
be done with the object chosen, or how was it to be 
used? This in turn was succeeded by the selection of the 
means and mode of carrying out the desire. Finally, in 
its own time and in its own place, came the consumme- 
tion of the act itself. It was Merkuri Avdeyevich’s in- 
tention to devote the final part of the talk to a tran- 
sition from general principles of a soul-saving nature 
to the substance of Lisa’s existence. And then it would 
become clear that Lisa had selected the most desired ob- 
ject when she had given preference to Victor Semyono- 
vich Shubnikov above all others. The resolution to make 
use of the chosen object had been taken when Lisa con- 
sented to unite her life with Victor Semyonovich’s. Fol- 
lowing the resolution, the mode of carrying il out had been 
found—the wedding had taken place. And thereafter, the 
act itself had found its consummation in its own time and 
place. 

How, then, had it come about that after so correct a 
procedure such an event could take place? It could not 
be but the outcome of the breaking down of the spirit. 
At this point Merkuri Avdeyevich meant to intervene to 
restore the lost balance, and direct his daughter’s steps on 
the path of righteousness. 

Thus, fully armed, Merkuri Avdeyevich went in 
search of his daughter to have the matter out with her. 
{ie was somewhat surprised to find her at the same win- 
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dow, and in almost the same pose, as he had seen her on 
the evening of her wedding day. He looked upon it as 
a bad omen. 

“As obstinate as ever?’ he asked, going up to her. 

‘About what?” 

‘About staring in the forbidden direction, as you 
were before.” 

He jerked his head in the direction of the window. 
Lisa did not answer. 

“Are you not neglecting your duty to your husband 
for the sake of foolish, senseless dreams?” 

Lisa smiled calmly and said in unusually level tones, 
as though the doubts that had tormented her had long 
since found assuagement: 

“Ah, don’t worry yourself, father. You want to con- 
vince me that I should go back to my husband? I’ve 
made up my mind about it. I'm going back today.” 

He was taken aback by her words. He had prepared 
for such a high hurdle that the run he had made for 
nothing almost knocked him off his feet. He turned 
away and pressed his palms to his face to control his 
agitation. Then, glancing sharply from under his raised 
shaggy brows that had lost their glowering look, he put 
up a hand to stroke her hair. 

When he touched her brow and made the sign of the 
cross over it swiftly, she held his hand lightly. 

“Il want to ask you to have pity on those unfortu- 
nate Parabukins. You refused to let them stay in that cor- 
ner of the lodginghouse: leave them alone, they have lit- 
tle children.” 

Merkuri Avdeyevich gave a sniff, and then chuckled. 

“The Lord endowed you with sense in big things, but 
left you very foolish in little things. Imagine bothering 
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your head about people like that. Still, let them stay there, 
since you want it. Surely I’m not as heartless as al] that, 
am I? But you listen to me and don’t meddle in their 
business. They’re common people, they wouldn't under- 
stand it. And that tramp—he’s an unruly grumbler. Pity's 
like poison to him.” 

He embraced his daughter. 

“Let them stay there, then,” he repeated, “let them 
be.”’ 

Lisa’s decision took a weight off his mind, and to 
tell the truth, the whole household livened up at once, 
as though peace had been sent down from heaven. They 
were now expecting Victor Semyonovich to come for 
his wife and started to bustle about, preparing to receive 
him, as though to make up for some act of which they 
all felt ashamed. 

Lisa ran to let the Parabukins know the news. With 
the same light fluffy shaw] thrown over her head, and in 
her old school dress that had grown rather tight for her, 
she hurried along the pavements with their broken 
bricks, and as she went she looked at each familiar house 
and fence, the ruts and ditches under the gates, the 
benches by the fenced-in front gardens, and only half 
believed that the earth bore her so readily. 

The first person she saw outside the doss house was 
Annochka, who took the flight of stone steps at two 
jumps, swinging an empty bottle with a string round 
the neck. Lisa called to her. She hesitated a moment, 
then, recognizing Lisa, ran up to her. 

“Now you look just the same as you used to,” she 
said, her slow gaze taking in Lisa’s old school dress and 
wurprised at her discovery. 

“Is Mamma at home?” Lisa asked. 
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“No, she’s gone to Peshka Market. Papa’s laid up, 
sick. And Mamma told me to run out to the store for 
sunflower seed oil.” 

She swung the bottle and, with another glance at 
\.isa and then at herself, she straightened the drooping 
revers of the old jacket she was wearing and boasted: 

“This is Mamma’s jacket I’m wearing. It’s only a bit 
too big for me, isn’t it? She’l) alter it for me.” 

“TI came to see her,’’ Lisa said, ‘“‘but now there’s no 
need, as I’ve seen you. Tell Mamma that you can all stay 
on here.” 

“Can we?” 

“Yes.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The way you used to live before.” 

“Before? Before what?” 

‘Tell Mamma that no one will touch you, and you 
«an goon living here in this house. Understand?” 

“Yes, I understand. And... Papa?” 

“Yes, the whole family. Understand? And you and 
your little brother.” 

“No, that’s not what I wanted to ask. I understand J 
can tell Mamma, but can I tell Papa, too?” 

“Oh, what a girl! Well, of course you can!” 

Crouching a little, with one foot planted firmly on 
the step, Annochka persisted: 

“Then I may tell him now, may [?” 

‘Yes, of course, you can. Run along! Goodbye!” 

Annochka, as though released by a spring, bounded 
up the steps and darted up the stairs to the big room. 

Lisa stood, undecided. At first she meant to make 
herself go home the way she had come, but then she said 
‘aloud, with a little shrug: “What difference does it 
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make?" In any case she would be going home, no mat- 
ter which way she went, in any case she would be return- 
ing to her husband today—everything was settled for 
good, and nothing would be changed if she passed by 
the house that drew her, she imagined, only like a part 
of the past and nothing more. 

She turned the corner and climbed the causeway. The 
nearer she came to the school, the slower she walked. 
Not because it was hard to go—no, but because she want- 
ed to take as long as she could in passing the brick 
walls, the low, barred windows. She almost stopped some- 
times, and even touched the walls of the _ building, 
feeling the rough cold ltimewash against her palm. A new 
and hitherto unexperienced inner silence made her feel- 
ings more poignanl, she felt neither grieved nor hurt 
that everything around her responded with indifferent 
silence. 

On reaching the gate, she was about to glance into 
the schoolyard when she heard nimble footsteps running 
after her: Annochka had overtaken her with the light- 
ness and swiftness natural to the child. 

“You went away!” she cried, bounding up to Lisa. 

She was panting, her face was radiant, but there was 
a look of bewilderment and a touch of alarm in her large, 
dewy eyes. 

“You went away,” she repeated, changing the empty 
bottle on the string from one hand to another. “And I 
forgot to say—thank you.” 

“Oh, nonsense! Why, I could see that,” Lisa said, 
smiling. “Fancy running all this way after me! 1 suppose 
your father sent you?” 

“No, I came myself, | thought when Mamma came 
home, the first thing she would ask me would be: ‘Did 
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you say thank you?’ So I ran after you as fast as I 
could. You’re not angry with me, are you?” 

“No, not a bit, everything’s all right,” Lisa said with 
a sigh, laying her hand on Annochka’s shoulder. “Every- 
thing’s all right.” 

She peeped in through the open gate. The yard 
was deserted, the door of Izvekova’s old home was 
closed. 

“Have you seen Vera Nikandrovna lately?” 

“She doesn’t live here any more,” Annochka replied 
cheerfully, “she’s in another school, a long, long way off. 
That time we came to see you, we had just been here— 
she was moving, and the carter had come for her 
things.” 

Lisa stepped back and leaned against the gate post. 

‘A Jong way off? Do you know where?” 

“No. I'l] ask Mamma, though, she knows.” 

Lisa waited a little. 

“And ... have you heard anything about Kirill?” 

“No. Do you want me to find out? Pll run to Vera Ni- 
kandrovna’s and then come back and tell you every- 
thing. Shall I?” 

“Yes, I do, I'd like it very much!” Lisa said quickly, 
taking Annochka by the hand and drawing her towards 
her. “Run and find out, will you? Say you will?” 

“Yes, of course, as soon as Mamma lets me go.” 

“That's right. That'll be a very good thing,” Lisa mut- 
tered, drawing Annochka after her, then stopping all of 
a Sudden, “but why am I dragging you after me? You 
have to go to the grocer’s, run along!” 

They said goodbye and Lisa set out homewards at a 
brisk pace, Walking on air, excited by the unexpected 
revival of vague expectations. The silence of the streets 
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was no longer indifferent, and had given place to the 
old conspiracy she had belonged to of old. 

At home she was met by Vitenka, who had come 
for her. He hurried forward to greet her in a de- 
lighted, festive mood: everything had been done without 
any effort on his part and better than he could have 
hoped. 

“I knew it, I knew it,” he kept saying, drawing Lisa 
into the room, where her autumn coat, hat and gloves that 
he had brought were laid out ready. Lisa had gone out 
just in her dress! 

‘Oh, my dear sweet Lisa!” he exclaimed, kissing her 
and looking at her closely as though they had been part- 
ed for ages. “You know, I’ve had my photograph taken! 
It came out wonderfully. [ve found a must fascinating 
frame for it and I’ve put it on your dressing table. At 
first I was going to write on it—you know what? No, 
I won’t tell you! I'll write whatever you want, you can 
dictate it. And then you'll have yours taken, too, and write 
whatever I dictate on it, do you agree? And I'l] put 
it on my desk. While you were away I used to sit for 
hours, looking at your photo, you know, the one Nasten- 
ka got for me long ago—taken when you were still at 
school. Ah, Lisa!” 

While she was changing her dress, he sat down near 
her, twisting his interlaced fingers lightly and speaking in 
a repentant tone. 

“Oh, of course I’m a faddy, excitable sort of fellow. 
My aunt often reproaches me—'It’s all because you’re 
so badly brought up Vityusha,’ she says. I tell her: ‘Why 
blame me? You gave and I took.’ But you know, Lisa, 
I'm telling you the truth when I say that I’m going to 
make myself all over again, and we shall never, I swear 


29° 


452 C, FEDIN 


to youl—mever fall out again. I’m a man, aren't I? Pil 
take myself in hand and that’s all there is to it.” 

He would not stay to breakfast on any account, no 
matler how pressing they were; on the contrary, he in- 
sisted that they should all come that evening to Daria An- 
tonovna'’s, where the reconciliation was to be celebrated. 
He purposely sent back the carriage so as to be able to 
walk home with his wife, and he chose the busiest streets 
so that everyone could see how happy they were. 

They strolled along arm in arm at a leisurely pace, 
pausing before the shopwindows to look at the photo- 
graphs, the postaye stamps, the new winter hats and even 
the guloshes made by a famous rubber company. 

“You know the latest news?’ Vitenka said, delighted 
that the passers-by turned to look at them, “the Prose- 
cutor’s wife has been to our house to invite you to a par- 
tv that’s going to be held—a big affair in the Gentlemen’s 
Club. We'll go, won't we?” 

“Oh yes, all right!” 

“You'll have a chic dress made for it. We'll have to 
show some style. They're going to put you at the tottery 
wheel. It'll be fun, don't you think?’ 

“Oh yes,” was Lisa’s invariable answer to everything 
he said. 

She was quietly absorbed and her unusual even-tem- 
peredness gave Vitenka no peace, he kept trying to rouse 
her, 

When they came home he led her through lhe rooms 
and they chose the things they might spare us prizes 
for the tottery. He pulled out a table for the things into 
the middle of the drawing-room, while he himself went 
to his aunt’s rooms to see to the preparations for the 
evening party to which the Meshkovs were invited, 
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For a jong time Lisa stared with a kind of languid 
weariness at the ornaments and bric-a-brac, taking them 
from their usual places and setting them on the table. 
They were things she did not care about, in a taste that 
had been forced upon her by a ready-made home, built 
up by strangers’ hands. Yet they already held a re- 
membrance of something cndured, they were involun- 
tarily a part of her mental experience within these walls, 
and, touching them, Lisa seemed to be saying things she 
could have said to none but herself. And when she saw 
the table, cluttered up with ash trays, goblets, vases and 
the like, with those silver-plated sinuous women and bronze 
setters, and birds with their dead open beaks, she re- 
membered very clearly her first morning and her resig- 
nation to all that had passed. Then, too, she had sat in 
the armchair beside the table of wedding presents that 
had apparently been arranged anew on purpose. 

But gradually gq strange smile illumined her face, 
pensive and at the same time thoughtless, happily-vacant 
and carefree,—it was as though Lisa had retired from 
the life around her, freed herself from it for the sake of 
the shadowy visions she saw ahead. 

This was the state in which Vitenka found her when 
he returned, excited by the preparations. 

“Why so sad?” he asked anxiously. “Maybe you don’t 
want to part with all these knick-knacks? They're not 
worth bothering your head about. I'll but you better 
things. We'll go together and buy some, shall we? And 
this stuff can all goto the lottery. But you haven't picked 
out very many things for the lottery. I'll add a few more. 
They must know what the Shubnikovs are like; don’t 
grudge them anything.” 

“I don't grudge them,” Lisa said very softly. 
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“Then what is it?” 

“I want to fell you something....” 

“Well, what is if?” he urged. 

“I’m going to have a baby.” 

Vitenka said nothing. He gave a little start, straight- 
ened himself, coughed, and twisted the ends of his mous- 
tache. 

“We are going to have a baby,” he corrected her 
in a new, impressive tone. “It’s yours and mine. 
Shubnikov is going to have a son, another Shubni- 
kov!” 

He darted forward, opened his arms, and, picking 
Lisa up out of the armchair, he laughed with glee as he 
raised her high, almost tossing her in the air. 


* 35 * 


LIEUTENANT-COLONEL Polotentsey was informed that eve- 
ning by telephone that the prisoner Xenia Afanasyevna 
Ragozina was dying after childbirth in the prison hospital, 
and was asked if he had any orders. 

“Is she conscious?” Polotentsey demanded, and, 
receiving an answer in the affirmative, said he would be 
there shortly. 

He had been intending to go to the charity ball, his 
dress suit, linen, cuff links and so on were laid out on 
chairs, and he had not quite finished manicuring his 
nails, when the telephone rang. He was a zealous work- 
er and since he had been unsuccessful so far in the Ra- 
gozin case, he could not afford to miss a chance of in- 
terrogating Ragozin’s wife once more, especially at a mo- 
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ment like this, when the prisoner was at the point of 
death. He sent for a droshky. 

The person from whom the most information might 
be obtained was less vulnerable than the rest: Xenia Afa- 
nasyevna’s pregnancy had protected her to a certain ex- 
tent from the zeal with which these interrogations were 
usually carried on, though she had been sent to the dark 
and cold isolation cell twice for her obstinate refusal 
to give evidence. She herself was accused of being an 
accomplice, the evidence of this being the type cases 
in the kitchen and the press in the cellar, at which the 
proclamations must have been printed before her eyes. 
But she did not name a single underground worker and 
said nothing that could set them on the trail of her 
husband, who had gone into hiding and could not be 
tried until found. Intimidation had no effect, the attempt to 
bribe her by lightening the prison regime met with 
no success, and in the end Polotentsey thought it best 
to leave her to the natural course of things, that is, to 
privation, hunger and suspense. 

Her travail began in the cell where she was left 
unattended and it was only towards morning that she 
was carried to the hospital on a stretcher. She had lost 
so much blood that the midwife who had taken the 
matter in hand until the doctor came, considered it hope- 
less to try to save the mother. 

But the infant born into the world was healthy. It 
was a boy, with a red marble-veined skin, a darkish 
matted brown tuft of hair below the crown of his head, 
a wide mouth, clenched fists and purplish knees drawn 
up tight against the stomach. He kept his eyes closed, 
his ears were flattened against his head, the lobes as white 
as though powdered. He did not cry very loudly, his 
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mouth twisted a little in wrinkles like an old man’s. He 
was washed, his eyes and nose smeared with some medi- 
cine that made him cry louder, his navel was bandaged 
and then he was borne away in his washbasin to the 
adjoining room. 

Xenia Afanasyevna was very weak indeed, but still, 
when she had been examined by the doctor and he was 
giving orders for her to be placed in a separate room 
she asked for the baby to be given to her. The child, 
swaddled in a rusty, smoky-looking napkin, was brought 
in and laid beside his mother so that it would be conven- 
ient for her to give him the breast. But the milk would 
not come and the baby wailed and sucked in vain. At 
lust, he unglued his eyelids, perhaps from hunger, and 
in the milky white slits the mother caught a glimpse 
of his vague senseless little ¢yes. 

“They're brown!” she gasped in a happy, exhausted 
whisper. 

Pyotr Ragozin had brown eyes. 

The baby was taken away from her and she was 
told that a foster mother had been found for him. By 
midday a peasant woman from the common cell of the 
criminals’ jail was found who agreed to feed the 
child. The hospital nurse tied an oblong tally around 
his ankle with a tape. On one side the tally was marked 
in ink ‘“Ragozin,” on the other—“Christened in the oris- 
on ¢hurch.. named....” A space was left for the 
name and date. 

The child was wrapped in a grey wadded prison 
jacket, and the nurse, accompanied by a guard ‘sum- 
moned for the purpose, carried him across the yard to 
the women’s section. The first diffident prickly snow- 
flakes besprinkled the grey jackct with damp spots and, 
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moved by womanly compassion, the nurse carefully 
covered the place where the child's head was. The es- 
cort trudged heavily ahead of her, holding his sword 
against his side. At the entrance, the guard who unbolt- 
ed the grating, laughed and said loudly: 

“Breeding and multiplying, aren't we?” 

At the far side another guard, opening the grating 
into the corridor, heard the echo of his laugh and chuck- 
led grimly. 

On the bunk nearest the window a big woman, with 
the neck of her rough linen shirt open, was feeding an 
infant The nurse laid the bundle down beside her, and 
threw back the jacket that covered the baby she had 
brought. 

‘“Here’s a foster child for you, take pity on him and 
care for him.” 

The other women got up slowly from the bunks and 
gradually drew closer, forming a semicircle around the 
mother. She took her own child from the breast, laid 
him on the pillow and picked up the newcomer in her 
arms. 

“Looks lighter than yours,” said one of the 
women, 

The prisoner put the wet nipple into the pitiful open 
mouth, but the baby only wailed and made helpless 
sucking noises with his lips. She pressed his lips 
around the nipple with her hard fingers. His tiny chin 
twitched convulsively and he began to snuffle. 

“Now he’s taken to it!’ the nurse said approvingly. 

“Is his mother still alive?” the prisoner asked, pat- 
ting her own baby with her free hand—he was lying a 
little behind her and had started to cry. 

“Yes, she’s still alive.” 
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They all watched in silence the new tenant of the 
cell learning to suck the breast. He must have begun 
to like it, for he thrust out from the big napkin the 
foot with the tally tied round it and wriggled it a little. 
Two or three sighs were heard. A young prisoner wiped 
her face with her sleeve and moved aside. 

“T've no swaddling clothes for the baby,” the foster 
mother complained. 

“Well, when the mother dies, you can have her 
clothes and make some for the baby,” one of the women 
consoled her. 

“You'll see about it, won’t you?” the foster mother 
asked the nurse. 

“Yes, I'll see you get them,” the nurse promised and, 
as she was going out, added: “God bless you....” 

The only thing that could be said of Xenia Afana- 
syevna now was that she was not dead. When Poloten- 
tsev entered the ward, he was afraid at first he had come 
too late. 

By the light of the wretched lamp that hung behind 
the head of the bed, Xenia’s rounded forehead, sharp 
nose and cheekbones looked the transparent yellow of 
limeflower honey. The shadows lay dark and motion- 
less on the eye sockets and the raised upper lip, the 
slender hollow neck glimmered through the shade. The 
mouth was open, exposing the thin line of teeth, and 
these, and the loose tangled hair spread over the pillow 
made the head look very small, like a child’s, 

Polotentsev sat down by the bed, leaning forward and 
propping his chin with his hand. He watched her as 
a doctor watches a patient fighting for her life. He would 
have felt her pulse, very likely, only that she kept her 
hands under the blanket. Soon he came to the conclusion 
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that she was not asleep—she must have noticed when he 
came in. 

“Water,” came from her audibly enough. 

He took the drinking pot from the table and held 
the spout fo her lips. She swallowed a mouthful of wa- 
ter, and opened her eyes, and he sensed that she saw 
bim, 

“Do you recognize me?” he asked. 

She made no reply. 

“How do you feel?” 

“All right,” she said, and her eyelids closed again. 

“But still you are in a rather dangerous tate of 
health at present and you have a little son. You ought to 
think of him.” 

Her breathing became louder, she stretched out a 
hand, palm upwards, and as it fell helplessly on the blan- 
ket, it resembled a long canoe cast up on the shore 

“Who is to take care of the child when you are gone? 
Only the father. And he doesn’t even know he has a 
son. How is he to find out?” 

Xenia Afanasyevna tried to raise herself. 

“No, lie still. You understand what I’m saying, don’t 
you?” Polotentsev asked. 

He moved nearer. She was looking at him now with 
eyes that held all her failing strength, the flaming pu- 
pils were fixed in her big slanting eyes. 

“I can see you understand what I’m talking about. 
Your husband won’t thank you if the child dies. Tell 
me, who could send word to Ragozin that a son is born 
to him?” 

He took her hand and shook it lightly. 

“Speak! Before it’s too late! Who can fell Ragozin 
about his son? Speak, I’m telling you!” 
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She drew away her hand and raised her head a frac- 
tion from the pillow buf could not hold it up. Polotentsev 
bent over and put his eur close to her face. He could 
hear her teeth chattering with the fever. She whispered 
suddenly, every word perfectly clear: 

“You want to drive him to his death, as you've done 
with me.” 

He recoiled. 

“You're crazy! We're talking about the baby. You 
lost the first, do you want to lose this one, too?” 

“You'll torment the boy to death, as well as me,’ 
gasped, making a last effort. 

He got up and demanded indignantly: 

“For the last time: who is to be told about the baby 
born in prison?” 

She turned her face to the wall He pushed back the 
chair, took a step or so away, then, after a moment’s 
thought, asked so that the whole ward could hear him: 

“What are your last wishes? I am going.” 

The fever shook her so that the blankét jerked on 
her body. Turning suddenly, she moaned: 

“Christen him Pyotr!” 

Polotentsev raised his shoulders with an angry jerk. 

“So you want to leave us a second Pyotr Petrovich, 
do you? No, we aren't going to have any legacies of 
that kind—the child's going to be plain prison Ivan!” 

He pranced about a few moments more, then tramped 
angrily out. 

“The devil's in them!” he said to the prison super- 
intendent, who saw him out to the gate. “They seem 
to be people devoid of any feeling whatsoever!” 

He drove home and changed his clothes unhurriedly. 
Wearing boots with silver spurs, and a black dress coal 
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to his knees, he was just throwing on his grey winter 
cape with its beaver collar, when he was called to the 
telephone again. He went hack into the room without 
taking off his coat. The prison office informed him that, 
according to the doctor’s report Xenia Afanasyevna Ra- 
gozina had just died. 

‘Very well!” said Polotentsev and set out for the 
hall. 


* 36 = * 


THE AFFAIR began rather late—the literary part was 
still going on. Half of the big lobby was occupied 
hy an exhibition of the things that were to be prizes 
in the lottery. The ladies engaged in charity work were 
still busy, putting the finishing touches to the shelves 
and tables. By the lotlery wheels stood little girls with 
ringlets and pale blue frocks—with their round faces they 
looked like Murillo’s cherubs: they were to draw the tick- 
ets. From time to time the ladies would give a touch 
to the little girls’ hair ribbons and frocks. In the middle 
of the exhibition there was a picture in a gilt frame of 
the biggest prize—a pedigree cow. The bouquet of chrys- 
anthemums that reared itself just under her head was 
to be presented to the fortunate winner. Everything 
around shone and sparkled: the samovars, inkstands, em- 
broidered Tatar slippers, bottles of champagne, gramo- 
phone horns, alarm clocks, mandolines and mincing- 
machines Every taste was catered for, and neither an ad- 
mirer of Nadson’s sentimental verse, nor a connoisseur of 
cactuses, would be likely to complain that he had been 
forgotten. 
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Pavilions were ranged around the lottery; in the mon- 
strous jaws of a tiger, a beauty attired as a circus lion- 
temer was selling punch, and in a gaily-patched tent 
another beauty, plump, well-nourished, and wearing a 
Gypsy costume, was sitting with a parrot that picked 
open gummed slips of paper with fortunes told on them, 
drawn out of a box. The tent bore the legend: “No magic 
will speak with naught in its beak!” 

When the ladies had come to the conclusion that 
everything was perfectly ready, they opened the door 
into the concert hall a crack and stood listening. 

Lisa was standing in front of them all, so that she 
could get a good view of the stage. 

Egor Pavlovich Tsvetukhin, in evening dress, was 
reciting the monologue “To be or not to be,” and the 
audience was listening with respectful attention, as though 
all] those officials, officers, merchants’ wives in low- 
cut dresses and young society girls had assembled here es- 
pecially for the purpose of settling once and forever the 
eternal question of life and death that the actor was 
presenting to them. Tsvetukhin delivered the monologue 
very simply, but the simplicity had finish, and was there- 
fore perfectly theatrical—every word and gesture sug- 
gested: see how charming, how fascinatingly simple and 
unaffected I can be! There was a grateful burst of ap- 
plause—he had a big name and no one would call it in 
question, 

But when he had gone and a little table and an arm- 
chair were brought in, and Alexander Pastukhov ap- 
peared before the public, the general feeling that stirred 
the crowd was the lively wondering curiosity, with which 
an unknown, but perfectly self-assured performer is greet- 
ed. “You see,” Pastukhov seemed to be saying, as he set- 
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led himself comfortably and with careless ease in the arm- 
chair, “I have no intention of trying to make an impres- 
sion on you, but since you wanted to invite me, I have 
here an excerpt from a comedy that really isn’t bad at 
all, just a trifle, of course, and I'll read it to you, as I 
might read it to friends of an evening in the country 
cottage, over a glass of wine—well, anyway, here it is.” 
Without the slightest striving for effect, but simply as 
though he was doing it for his own benefit, he began to 
read from his notes, never thinking for a moment that 
anyone might hinder him, or that his voice might not 
carry, or that his manner might displease someone, but 
with the natural assurance that he was doing exactly 
what everyone had been waiting impatiently for him to do. 
And he was listened to, at first with a faint smile, then 
with titters, and finally with a hearty laughter they were 
no longer able to suppress, and controlled only by fear 
that they might miss something still more amusing and 
curious. And when Pastukhov had finished and came 
out on the stage to acknowledge the encores, he laughed, 
too, gaily and rather condescendingly, suggesting by his 
magnificently-gracious appearance that—good heavens!— 
he hadn’t doubted for a moment that it would all be 
frightfully funny and irresistible, though, of course, it 
was just sheer nonsense, and he wasn’t intending to let 
them see all he could do! So let them laugh if they liked, 
of course, but they must surely understand themselves 
that it was really not worth all the fuss! 

The literary part concluded with his triumph. The 
audience broke up and gradually drifted out of the hall, 
while the strains of “Toreador” announced the commence- 
ment of the lottery. The seals were removed from the 
lottery tickets, the cherubs in pale blue dipped into them 
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with their dimpled hands, pulled out rolled papers, the 
ladies set lo work to find the prizes on the shelves and, 
with enchanting smiles, present them to the winners. 

The young people made way for Tsvetukhin and Pas- 
tukhov, Mefody was with them, attired in an old-fash- 
ioned evening suit from the costumery of the theatre, 
comfortable-looking garments that fitted like a sack. He 
was flattered and pleased that a modicum of the atten- 
tion due to his famous friends, a kind of reflected glory, 
was accorded to him. All three came up to the wheel at 
which Lisa was seated. Cracking jokes, like the rest of 
the people, about the prize cow, which they declared 
should have been offered as a prize in the form of ice 
cream or ripe old cheese, they started to buy tickets. 
Mefody won a bunch of tooth picks and declared that 
now he dnly needed a beefsteak, which meant returning 
to the old cow. Tsvetukhin drew five blanks. He sighed: 

“Of course, I've seen for a long time that I’ve fallen 
oul of favour. And you never even told me whether 
you liked me as Hamlet or not. Well, God is your judge. 
But at least I was better than that insufferable idol of the 
mob—Pastukhov, eh.” ; 

“Don't be cross,” Lisa said, smiling, “though the two 
are incomparable, Alexander Pastukhoy beat your Ham- 
let!” 

“Avaunt!” Pastukhov said grandly, stepping in front 
of Egor. “Your star is waning. I’m to the fore today. 
Will you be so kind’’ (he showed all his strong even 
teeth in a Smile) “as to draw ten tickets for me with 
your ewn hand?’ 

With the afmost gravity all four unrolled the tickets 
Lisa had drawn until at last the winning number came 
out, « 
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“Good heavens, what can it be? I don’t think I can 
bear it!” Pastukhov gabbled, pressing his hand to his 
heart. 

It took some time to find it, and Lisa went searching 
among the labels for the winning number, while the 
friends followed her movements, prompting her and guess- 
ing impatiently: “It’s a saucepan! An umbrella! A sew- 
ing machine!” and then they all gasped: “A decanter!’ 

Lisa was lifting down a commodious-looking decanter 
of excellent cut glass with a rich, engraved design 
thrown into relief on its gleaming pomegranate-crimson 
planes. Pastukhov accepted it from her with the rever- 
ence of a devotee, gazing at it admiringly, and said with 
profound meaning: 

“It’s a pity, you know, it’s one of those nasty tricks 
that fortune plays: this thing should belong, by reason 
of his special services in honour of Bacchus, to our in- 
comparable friend!” 

He presented the decanter to Mefody with a low bow. 

‘Wait!’ Mefody stopped him with cmotion and real 
alarm. “Don’t tempt Providence! See!’ 

He drew the stopper out of the decanter and held 
it before Pastukhov’s eyes. 

“Don’t you understand, you madman, what this sig- 
nifies?” 

Pastukhov stared at the stopper, clapped his hand 
to his mouth in fright and shook his head. 

“What a fright you gave me! I understand. Yes, of 
course I understand!” 

He took out the stopper, put it in his pocket solemn- 
ly and then, handing the decanter to Mefody, said: 

“You can carry this!” 

“Bah! this symbolism!” Tsvetukhin jeered. 
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“Black magic!” Pastukhov declared in a sinister tone, 
making a few hypnotic passes at Tsvetukhin and Lisa. 

They all laughed, but the people were thronging 
around the lottery so that the friends had to move out 
of the way, and Lisa left the wheel, in order to hear 
what Tsvetukhin was saying. 

‘I’m bankrupt! You'll have to make up for my losses 
by letting me have the first waltz.” 

She assured him that she had already promised it 
to someone, obviously afraid that she would not be be- 
lieved. He looked at her with admiration—her excitement 
pleased him, her youth still throbbed in her, only just 
blossoming into beautiful womanhood. 

“Oh, very well, I'll take your word for it! But if you're 
engaged for the waltz perhaps you'll let me have some 
inferior lowest-quality dance, will you? Promise me.” 

“Inferior ones, yes!” she promised. 

Mefody broke in on their raillery: he drew Tsvetukhin 
aside by the tail of his coat and murmured excitedly: 

“Come along, quick, we're going to be introduced to 
the Prosecutor!” 

Proud of his acquaintance now, Oznobishin was lead- 
ing Pastukhov up to the Prosecutor’s wife, who was 
gushing all over him, assuring him she had never heard 
such a fine recital nor suspected they had an author of 
such amusing and perfectly sweet comedies in their 
town. Pastukhov listened with his head slightly bowed, 
and his smile of triumphant and convinced perfection. 

“You simply charmed everybody and I must thank 
you on behalf of our Society! Thank you very much 
indeed!” 

“Yes, indeed, delighted, thank you,” the Prosecutor 
said, shaking hands with Pastukhov. “You illumined our 
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dull club like the alpha of a constellation, one might 
say. Isn't it a sin for you, living here as you do, to have 
hidden your talents, your gifts from us, like this?” 

“Well, but you see, Excellency,” Pastukhov replied 
with the easy charm of an old acquaintance, ‘I never 
thought I would be of interest to you in thal capacity.” 

“Oh, come now, do you really think that we never 
take a book in our hands, or drop into the theatre, or 
interest ourselves in the... well, what we may call the 
phenomena....” 

“Not at all,’”’ Pastukho# hastened to explain, “I sim- 
ply thought that your interest in certain fictitious and 
suspected characteristics of mine hindered you from see- 
ing anything else in me.” 

“Suspected! But we've always suspected you of— 
talent!” 

“Still, the noble institution over which you preside 
would not permit me to demonstrate it to you personally, 
would it?” 

“Oh, they wouldn't let you see me? Yes, of course, 
I see now,” the Prosecutor replied, as though the whole 
thing had suddenly come back to him. “You're talking 
about all that affair? Now you're forcing me to lay my 
cards on the table! Allow me to tell you we purposcly 
prevented you from going anywhere else before you had 
delighted us with your brilliant public appearance here!” 

Pastukhov passed his hand lightly over his face, brush- 
ing away, it seemed, its rather mischievous expression 
and then, with a hearty laugh, was transformed into the 
life and soul of the party, one of those gay young 
sparks, 

“Just imagine,” the Prosecutor’s lady was saying, in- 
terrupting the conversation between her husband and 
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Pastukhov, “Your friend has won a decanter without a 
stopper!” 

Mefody and Tsvetukhin were waiting in indecision to 
see what success Pastukhov might achieve, when, with 
a self-satisfied smile, and assurance in every movement, 
he drew the stopper out of his pocket and shook it be- 
fore the eyes of their excellencics. 

‘I hid the stopper. You can’t rely on actors, they're 
dreamcrs and frightfully absent-minded. And I need the 
stopper for checking an experiment of the utmost scien- 
tific importance.” 

“So you're interested in science, too?’ the lady en- 
quired, 

‘Are you fond of peas, Excellency?” Pastukhov 
asked. 

“Peas?” the Prosecutor repeated, obviously shocked, 
hut with perfect politeness. His curiosity was aroused. 

“The French eat pea soup to sober down. As a rem- 
edy, of course. You never heard of it? I advise you 
to try it. And while the peas are cooking, you have to 
put a crystal stopper in the pot to make them soften 
sooner. I got this from a great epicure and I am con- 
fiding it to you.” 

‘Dear me, how very interesting!’ said the Prosecu- 
tor’s wife, laughing heartily and evidently struck by 
this rare joke: no one had ever suggested before in her 
presence that the Prosecutor might need to be sobered 
down after a spree. 

Twiddling the stopper in his fingers, Pastukhov moved 
a liltle closer to the Prosecutor and said, almost trust- 
ingly: 

“So, Excellency, now that the subtle plan has been 
carried out and I have been kept here until this evening, 
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I may hope that you have no further use for me in the 
town?” 

“No further use? But we've only just got to know 
you!” the Prosecutor protested, yielding to an impulse 
of irresistible hospitality and almost embracing Pastu- 
khov. “The real necessity for keeping you here has arisen 
in good earnest only now. We can't possibly let you go 
until you have found time to honour us with your com- 
pany in a narrower circle.” 

“Yes, exactly—in a narrow, intimate circle.” the lady 
chimed in, ‘‘you must promise us now, at once.” 

It looked as though everything was going swimming- 
ly—they ali smiled pleasantly and bowed, but Pastu- 
khov would not let the crystal stopper out of his hand— 
he had made up his mind to go straight for his goal, 
unhindered by considerations of common decency. 

“Still, Excellency, a bird in the hand, you know, is 
worth....” 

“But why a bird?” the Prosecutor demanded, his 
eycbrows lifting. 

“Ah, why a bird, indeed?” Pastukhov said, ‘TI feel 
more like a cockroach in a matchbox.” 

“A bird? A cockroach! After the furore you created 
hcre? Oh, you must be simply spoilt. And then... if you 
are referring again to that....” 

“That's exactly what I am referring to again, Excel- 
lency,” Pastukhov persisted. 

“Oh, you mean that little alfair—but good heavens! 
I'll see to it tomorrow and then... by all means... soar 
into the sky like any bird, a clear-eyed falcon, if you like, 
and fly off wherever you want to.... My dear Oznobi- 
Shin, do tell them fomorrow to send me that case... you 
remember, that misunderstanding about Mr. Pastukhov.” 
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“And Tsvetukhin,” Pastukhov put in. 

“Yes and Mr. Tsvetukhin. Very well. And... er... 
just a moment!... Do I see a bald head over there by the 
lottery? It looks like the Licutenant-Colonel. Ask him to 
come over here, will you, if you don’t mind?” 

“There you are!” Pastukhov sighed with immense 
relief, “Now I’m ready not only to read on the stage but 
dress up asa Spanish beauty, if you like, and do a dance 
with castancts.” 

“That’s just what we're going to make you do!” the 
Prosecutor rejoined, laughing as he bowed and followed 
his lady. 

Pastukhov stood motionless, his nostrils quivering, 
like a man in the thick of the battle smoke after a victo- 
rious campaign, his parted lips set hard as though he 
had the prey in his teeth. His two friends contemplated 
him with awe and admiration. 

“Was | right?’ Mefody demanded eagerly. 

“You're a prophet!” Pastukhov conceded magnani- 
mously, puiting the stopper in the decanter very sol- 
emnly. “The soup is ready. I don’t need this any long- 
er.” 

He took the two by the arms. 

“Left shoulder forward—to the bar, quick march!’’ 

Not that there was any possible chance of marching; 
one could merely wriggle one’s way through the noisy 
swarms of people. Those who had been lucky in the lot- 
fery were going “to wet” their winnings, and those who 
had not, were going to drown their sorrows, while those 
who had not taken part in it at all were going to spend 
their money without tempting fate. 

Victor Semyonovich Shubnikov was of the number 
who preferred certainty to luck. With his boon com: 
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panions he remained seated at a table in the barroom 
practically the whole time the entertainment was going 
on, and he had no intention of moving. He only wanted 
to look at Lisa—and see how she suited her new role 
among society women. So, having made his way out of 
the refreshment bar at last, he stood at a distance from 
the lottery, keeping well behind the people and watch- 
ing his wife. Yes, he had every right to say that he 
was truly happy: Lisa’s dress was richer than any of 
the others, her jewellery was incomparably more bril- 
liant, her coiffure—far higher than the others, perhaps 
the highest of any at the ball. The throng was thickest 
around her lotfery wheel, she smiled more enchantingly 
than the rest, she moved with a lighter, more gliding 
grace, the things she touched seemed to gain in value 
from her touch—yes, she was worthy of the name of 
Shubnikov! 

Vitenka went up to her. His face was all smiles. 

“T can see you'll soon have made your market, eh?” 

“Working in the shop seems to have come in handy,” 
she replied gaily. “I see you've already had a few.” 

“Only among friends—a few of our fellows. We're 
waiting for you.” 

“T can’t. You see what's going on here,” she said and 
in the same lighthearted tone added carelessly: “I’ve been 
asked for a dance-—by Tsvetukhin, You don’t mind, do 
you?” 

The straightforwardness of it appealed to him—his 
feelings melted in a flow of general benevolence, and 
he took his wife’s success for his own. 

“You only have to ask me, I'll always allow youl!” 

She said nothing, only moved about still] more briskly 
as she picked out and compared the winning tickets with 
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the labels on the things. There was really quite a lot 
to do. 

Vitenka returned to the refreshment bar, feeling like 
an enchanted suitor. On the way he had his fortune told 
by the Gypsy. The parrot pulled out of the drawer a use- 
ful maxim that harmonized with his own convictions: 
‘“Persevere and you will soon obtain what you want. 
Remember that you are envied.” 

IIe saw Tsvetukhin and Pastukhov looking for a 
vacant place. As they passed, Shubnikov bowed to Tsve- 
tukhin and proposed that they should join him at his 
table. 

“You must have thought me very unsociable at Och- 
kin’s that time. It was only that I was in a very bad 
mood, Don’t you think this has been an awfully pleasant 
sort of evening? My wife tells me you are going to 
dance with her?” 

“She’s probably promised the wallz to you?” Tsvetu- 
khin asked. 

“Tl Jet you have it. if you like,’ Vitenka declared 
magnanimously, 

I{e wanted lo speak to Pastukhov bul was astounded 
and diseoncerted to find that the author did not appear 
to have noticed him, as though Victor Semyonovich’s 
person was part of the electric fittings and nothing more. 
This was so obvious that Tsvetukhin was as startled as 
Vitenka, and tried to smooth over the awkwardness; he 
even twitched his friend’s sleeve, but it was all to no 
use, and Vitenka moved away. 

Alexander Pastukhov was staring with a concentra- 
tion unusual even in him at the corner where Poloten- 
tsev’s bald head gleamed and his spectales glittered. The 
Lieutenant-Colonel was talking to the Prosecutor. Pas- 
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tukhov was watching every change of expression that flil- 
ted over His Excellency’s face, the shades and _ varia- 
tions in his gestures; it was as though he were reading 
the Prosecutor's thoughts from a distance, and, to tell 
the truth, he could hardly have learned more from this 
brief and significant conversation if he had been stand- 
ing heside them listening. 

“Lord bless you!” the Prosecutor was saying with an 
cncouraging smile, “you have nearly worn our local 
devotees of the muses to shadows! What do you 
think of those two for talent, eh? Our pride and 
glory, eh?” 

“No doubt, Excellency,’ the  Lieutenant-Colonel 
agreed, “still, it seems to me that they serve not only the 
muses, bul some pernicious trend.” 

“Seems!” the Prosecutor repeated. “That’s hardly suf- 
ficient, you must admit. There is no real case, I am in- 
formed. No, let us release them and give them a chance 
to repent.” 

“The whole point is, Excellency, that they are not 
in the least inclined to repent.” 

“Well, and supposing they have nothing to repent, 
what then?” 

“Everyone has something it would do him no harm 
to repent of.” 

“Something!” the Prosecutor repeated, this time with 
a hint of impatience 
~ “And then, after all, ifs very good for them, Your 
Excellency.” 

“T don’t suppose it does them any harm. And per- 
haps in all justice, you are right, but according to the 
law you are not. Get the material ready, I am going to 
wind up the case.” 


474 C, FEDIN 


“The whole case is winding itself up as it is, Excel- 
lency, by degrees; Ragozin’s wife died this evening.” 

“Of illness?” the Prosecutor asked sharply. 

“Childbirth.” 

“And what about it?” 

“She did not deny that her husband was the head of 
the group.” 

“Was there anything else she did not happen to 
deny,” the Prosecutor persisted inquisitively, scrutinizing 
the Lieutenant-Colonel’s glasses with alertness. 

“She did not deny what to all intents and purposes 
there was no sense in denying,” Polotentsev replied 
cryptically, rubbing his mathematical bump. 

“Humph, well, I see my partners are waiting for 
me,” the Prosecutor said finally. ‘Forgive me, if I’ve 
kept you away from amusing yourself. But it was all 
because of those two. What talent, eh? Did you win 
anything in the lottery? No luck? Oh, don’t say that! 
Why, you’re always in luck. Well, I hope vou’ll win the 
pedigree cow—go ahead!” 

He drifted away, heading for the cardroom, and Po- 
lotentsev went towards the exit, passing close by Pastu- 
khov without greeting him; in the first place, it was not 
his custom to regard people he met in the execution of 
his duties as acquaintances, and in the second place, 
there was always the risk that a gendarme’s bow might 
not be acknowledged. 

Pastukhov, smoking a cigarette tensely, let the Lieu- 
tenant-Colonel pass. Then his massive shoulders, chest 
and belly jerked and shook with silent laughter. He 
threw an arm around Tsvetukhin, who was beaming 
with satisfaction and lighthearted enjoyment and led 
him up to the table at which Mefody had seated himself. 
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They ordered the Burgundy to be slightly warmed, and 
poured it into their new decanter. As they sat chatting 
of this and that, they returned by different routes to 
the thing that engrossed their attention at the moment: 
after the Prosecutor's conversation with the Lieutenant- 
Colonel, interpreted by Pastukhov to their advantage, 
their recent troubles turned into a curious anecdote, and 
all that remained was to drink to it. 

The dances had already begun, the voices of the brass 
band sighed sonorously through the room. Tsvetukhin 
was trying to get away, but the decanter was a large 
one, the wine made them heavy, the friends proposed 
toast after toast, until at last Pastukhov pronounced as 
though it were the remission of sins: 

“Here’s to the health of the one who gave us this 
talisman. To Poor Lisa (he looked quizzically at Tsve- 
tukhin}. To Poor Lisa and Erastes!’* 

Egor Pavlovich drank it standing, accepted his new 
christening very well, and, trying to look the sly seducer, 
went away. 

He was just in that state when the first tipsiness, 
winding skywards, makes its first loop and everything 
from that point begins to look ethereal and accessible. 
He wanted to be more lithe, more graceful in his gait, 
to look more passionate, to wear a brighter smile, and 
find a more colourful idiom in which to express himself. 
It gave him enjoyment to push through the throng, 
rubbing shoulders with others, apologizing with exqui- 
site courtesy and excusing others graciously. 

Lisa seemed enchanting to him and raised him to 
another level at once, where the tipsiness made a second 


* Lisa and Erastes were the characters in a sentimental tale 
Poor Lisa by Nikolai Karamzin (1766-1826). 
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curl, not daring as yet, but still quite bold. He escort- 
ed her as though it was not for the first time, making 
way for her among the richly-dressed throng, into the 
brilliantly-lit hall, through the smart black-and-white 
rows of people, making her submit, as he submit- 
ted himself, to the command of the musical entertain- 
ment. 

The inferior dance he did not fail to remind her of, 
turned out to be a quadrille. They turned away from 
cach other, faced each other again, whirled round, and 
turned away again; the changing figures parted them 
to reunite them for a flash, then they glanced into cach 
other's eyes, altempted to say something, had to break 
off and wondered what to say when they met and waltzed 
again. All these things were repeated endlessly, becom- 
ing better and better, though the rhythm did not al- 
ter at all, only the breath came quicker and one wanted 
to go on and on. And though they were only one cou- 
ple in a long train of couples like themselves, they felt 
as though they were the only dancers and that the band 
was playing for them alone. 

The words they exchanged left but a flecting impres- 
sion on Lisa, passing with the lightness of a transpar- 
ent dragonfly poised for an instant on a reed, before 
taking wing. All that remained was the movement, the 
air cleft for an instant, the flash of light—no more. 

Then suddenly Tsvetukhin’s words began to inter- 
fere with the empty flight of thought, to halt and drag 
it back. The band broke up into separate instruments, 
the chandeliers inlo lamps—the dance claimed atten- 
tion. 

“You were saying?” Lisa asked at the last turn. 

They turned away from each other again, did a couple 
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more steps, looking into each other’s eyes and, as she 
laid her hand on his shoulder, he repeated clearly: 

“You ran away from your husband already?” 

Fortunately, the turns came one after another, the 
third and the fourth, and again she had to turn her back 
to Tsvelukhin and so had a moment to think. 

“Who told you that?” 

“[ just fancied that you would be sure fo run away.” 
What a difficult dance this was, how awkwardly all the 
silly parts were ticd together and how soon one got 
tired! 

“Would you like me fo run away?” 

“T would like you to be happy.” 

Somcone bumped into Lisa at this moment, she lost 
a beat, the set behind her closed, someone stepped on 
her dress and she took Tsvetukhin by the arm. 

“Tm tired.” 

He led her olf the dance floor, and they went back 
fo the lottery, still with her arm in his. He was heated 
from the dance, his face was moist and shone, he breathed 
quickly, and often pressed his folded handkerchief 
to his chin, temples and neck. 

‘“T have to go back to work now,’ 
ing to the revolving lottery wheel. 

‘Are you happy?” he asked persistently. 

“Yes, of course,’ she replied stiffly, then glancing at 
him with the directness of one prepared to sell her life 
dear, repeated: 

“Yes, of course, I’m happy, perfectly happy. And 
you oughtn’t to ask me about it.” 

She bowed and turned away, so that she did not 
see how dumbfounded he looked for a moment, holding 
his handkerchief in his hand in mid-air. 
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she smiled, joint- 
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She spent a good hour after that at the wheel, read- 
ing the tickets and labels, mixing up the numbers, mak- 
ing mistakes in handing over the prizes, until one of the 
ladies remarked with amused sympathy that she must be 
overtired and ought to have a rest. 

She went to the refreshment bar. Vitenka’s and Tsve- 
tukhin’s parties had joined forces, setting two tables togeth- 
er. They were laughing uproariously over Pastukhov’s 
stories. He looked more massive in his chair and by his 
eyes, which were closing with tipsiness, it was apparent 
that he was pleasantly amused by this far from exacting 
and hilarious society. They all rose and offered their 
places to Lisa. 

“What people, oh, what people!” Vitenka gushed. 
“It wouldn't matter if you heard some of the stories. 
Honestly, they’re all quite decent.” 

“Perfectly sterile!” Mefody, who had drunk more 
than any of them, assured her. 

But Lisa did not want to stay. She did not feel well. 
Her head was going round, and Vitenka was suddenly 
overcome with sympathy and nodded heartily and mean- 
ingly, giving her to understand that he had been struck 
by a very important thought. 

He pulled out of his pocket a bundle of loan-certifi- 
cate coupons and annouced that he was going to pay 
for everybody. But he found that he was past counting 
aright. The friends offered to help him and muddled it 
up too. Pastukhov took the coupons away from them all, 
crushed them into a bundle and handed them to Lisa. 

She made a serious attempt to count them, but got 
into a muddle at once because some were worth rubles 
and a few kopecks, others less than a ruble, and the 
chief thing was that Tsvetukhin kept his glowing black 
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eyes on her. She admitted, rather pettishly at last, that 
she found it bothersome—all these percentages and so 
on. Then Tsvetukhin said: 

“Mark my words: you'll never make a good mer- 
chant’s wife if you don’t like counting money.” 

“Aye!” Vitenka cried, gathering up the coupons and 
stuffing them back into his pocket. “And why should a 
rich woman count? Anyone will be glad to count for 
her! Waiter! Tell the manager to send the bill home to 
me tomorrow. I’m Shubnikov!” 

He offered his arm to Lisa. 

“My wife’s taking me home tonight. [I'm agreeable. 
Perfectly agreeable.” 

He walked away rather unsteadily, whispering all the 
time: 

“I understood you at once: little Shubnikov wants to 
go bye-bye, that’s it, isn’t it? Did I guess right? Our 
little fellow wants to go to sleep, eh?” 

Out in the frost he sagged and grew sloppier, his 
lisping grew thick and inarticulate, and at home, before 
he got properly undressed, he fell fast asleep, snoring 
loudly. 


* 937 * 


LISA could not get to sleep for a long time that night. 
The club rooms kept reappearing very strangely in 
her mind’s eye. Each view that opened before her re- 
mained fixed, and she could distinguish in the flood 
of light the faces, the women’s evening gowns, the 
floral decorations and the things she had distributed in 
the lottery and which the lucky winners had to carry 
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around with them, an unwanted burden, all the evening. 
But every time Tsvetukhin’s dark, glistening face arose 
before her eyes, she strove to forget him and pass on to 
some other memory and linger over it, so that the dark 
face would not return for some time, In the exhausting 
confusion that this struggle bred it seemed to Lisa she 
-would never fall asleep but would lie tormented all night 
by insomnia, trying to fight through a thicket of scenes 
and things that hindered her from obtaining rest. She 
fled from them, but her flight was too feeble, she wanted 
to jump on the back of a horse and even saw horses on 
which she might ride away. They were all very different 
and among them was Victor Semyonovich’s pacer. Lisa 
thought of mounting this one, when suddenly a black 
horse caparisoned with a big blue net dashed ont from 
somewhere. Lisa had just time to make a grab at the 
net, and found herself in the carriage. The horse was 
racing through the deserted night streets, through the 
gloom, and the hoofs rang in the silence of the town. 
A wind was blowing, Lisa shivered, she was wearing 
nothing but a lacy nightgown and a boudoir cap all 
in lace and ribbon bows. In pitch darkness the carriage 
suddenly drew up before an immense black door, and 
here someone on either side of her took her by the arms 
and helped her to alight. She opened a heavy door and 
found that she was in the theatre. On she went, between 
the rows of seats, towards the stage. Only one dusty 
yellow lamp infinitely high, on the chandelier, faintly il- 
lumined the silent auditorium. Barefoot, Lisa moved noise- 
lessly, with painful slowness, in her lace-trimmed night- 
gown and cap, like the old Countess in Pushkin’s The 
Queen of Spades, which she had seen at the opera house. 
She crossed the deep pit of the orchestra by the narrow 
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board that spanned it and stepped over the footlights. 
The curtain had gone up. Suddenly a myriad of lights 
shone out at her feet, dazzling her. She began to measure 
the stage by paces. The boards were rough and full of 
splinters and the cold blew through the cracks. The 
stage was twenty paces long, seventeen dcep. It might 
have been deeper, but something dark hindered her from 
going further and she did not know what lay beyond that 
dark. She turned back. The cold wind was still blowing up 
from the floor and her long nightgown flapped about her 
ankles. She began to count the lamps, but they glowed 
still brighter, her eyes pricked, she pressed her hands 
hard to her face and at that moment a piercing voice 
called despairingly from somewhere at her back, from 
the darkness, and she awoke. 

She was trembling with fright, but she had a strange 
and very clear feeling that she had learned something 
extraordinarily new in her dream and had herself become 
renewed. Vitenka was snoring peacefully. Lisa passed 
her hand over her® body, she was perspiring, her collar- 
bones were damp. She took off her nightgown, and hung 
it on the armchair, put on her dressing gown and went 
over to the window. 

A layer of fine dry snow covered the street already 
busy, for it was morning. The black wheel tracks showed 
on the sncw, like’ rails. The snow-powdered roofs 
were spotlessly white and the houses seemed to have ris- 
en. The sky was an even grey. The smoke froin the 
chimneys curled across it in blue globes tha! swelled, fad- 
ed to a lighter blue and merged with the sky. There 
were no sleighs out yet. 

Lisa repeated to herself a line from Pushkin’s Ew- 
gene Onegin: “Awaking early, Tatiana saw the snow mak- 
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ing the courtyard and the rooftree white,” and then 
went into the dining room. 

Almost the same moment the opposite door opened. 
The old servant beckoned to Lisa mysteriously, with sig- 
nificant movements of the evebrows, and tiptoed towards 
her, 

“There's a little girl here to see you. It’s you she's 
asking for.” 

“Where? In the kitchen?” 

“Yes. She says you told her to come. Youre wait- 
ing for her, she says.” 

Lisa cast a swift backward glance into the bedroom, 
and with a trustfulness that was new to her, whispered 
to the old woman to be on guard. 

Running into the kitchen, she found Annochka there, 
leaning against the door post. She was still wearing 
her mother’s jacket, which had not yet been altered 
for her, and had an old woollen shaw] around her 
head. | 

‘Hello, so you're here?” Lisa said softly. “Well, what 
news?” 

“t went to Vera Nikandrovna’s yesterday.” 

“Did you? And what did she say? 

“She was glad.” 

“Glad to see you, vou mean?” 

“No, glad that you'd told me to go and see her.” 

“IT see. So what did she say?” 

“She has only a little place to live in now—ahout as 
big as from here to the stove.” 

“Didn’t she tell you anything?” 

“Yes, of course she did. We sat talking all the after- 
noon. She teaches girls now, she hasn’t got boys any 
more.” 
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“And did you talk about—what IJ asked you to find 
out?” 

“Yes, we talked about that, too. She kept asking me 
a lot of questions about us and I told her everything-- 
about Papa and Mamma going to see vou at the snp 
and then how you. 

“No, I don’t mean + that. Timean about kirill?” 

“Yes, and about him, too.” 

“But what?—what did she tell vou?” 

“She sent you a_ letter.” 

“She sent me a Ielfer?” Lisa's voice dropped to a 
whisper but she could not control her eagerness. 

She was standing very close to Annochka now, and 
her eves missed no movement of the child's. Unbutton- 
ing her jacket, and, pausing with her hand on the front 
of it, she looked up at Lisa with a bright, impis!i smile. 

“When Vera Nikandrovna saw that my lining was 
ripped a bit, she hid the letter inside it and then stitched it 
up herself.” 

She picked at the lining, slipped her finger inside, 
ripped the seam and pulled out a small envelope with a 
purple edge. It bore the one word “Lisa.” but the word 
explained everything: il was from Kirill. 

“Wait a moment... or, no, go away, you'd better 
go,” Lisa said, breathing quickly and shutting the door 
with her foot. “Come later on, will you?” 

“Any fime or some special time?” Annochka asked, 
disappointed, but not taking offence. 

“Whenever you like, it doesn’t matter, but perhaps 
vou 'd better wait,” Lisa babbled, no longer able to think 
of what she was saying, moving over to the window 
and slitting the edges of the envelope with her Hnger- 
nail, 
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The smal] sheet of notepaper was closely covered in 
a hand that was fairly large and easy to read. It seemed 
to Lisa that she could not grasp the meaning of all 
the words and only read the beginning and the end of 
the sentences, yet she did not miss a word and under- 
stood much more than was expressed in the letter. She 
strove greedily to catch the sense that lay behind this 
bit of paper and that was the chief thing. 

Kiril) wrote that now at last he could write letters 
to his mother and to her, he had been waiting so long for 
this day and had written Ictters to her so often in his 
head that now the memory of them hindered him from 
recalling what he had wanted tec say, so perhaps he 
would not be able to set down what was most important. 
Since he had last seen her, so much unexpe:tedly 
altered in him that he himself was not quite sure in 
whose behalf he was writing, the Kirill she had known, 
or the Kirill as he knew himself now. 

Lisa caught her breath at this point and forced her- 
self to read more slowly. 

“I live a different life now, nat in the least like the 
life IT used to lead. It seems as though my school had 
never really existed, but was only a dream. I am living 
in a village such as you would never see on our Volga; 
there are only eleven houses in it. The nearest village 
is seven hours’ walk from here through the wood. There 
are fewer people than there were in our class at school, 
but they are very unusual. I have begun to Jearn how 
people live and you know, Lisa, I see I was just a child 
in those days. You wouldn't know me now, perhaps. 

“I am lodging at an old weman’s house, she has 
grandchildren. Of an evening she sings: “Oh, I hide gold, 
I hide it away.” I asked her about it once and found out 
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she had never seen any gold in her life. Even a silver 
engagement ring is rare in these parts, they al! wear 
brass. When snow falls, it lies for the whole winter. 
The great long Russian winter has begun. I suppose 
the cold hasn't set in at home yet? My old woman here 
tells fairy tales such as we never heard, I suppose one 
couldn’t live without stories. 

“Tam writing things that are of no consequence, but 
fhen { think you will be better able to judge of the place 
where | shal] stay for a long time. AJ) this endless time 
we won't be able to see each other, and though it will be 
terribly hard for me, I have made up my mind to it 
and I know I can bear it. But this is what I have de- 
cided to write to you about at once. Dearest Lisa! Time 
will drag on and al) this may become unbearable to you. 
So I want you to know that I will understand if you don’t 
care to wait until my time is up—three years, | am tell- 
ing vou this honestly, because I have thought it all out. 
I give you my word | won’t take offence. Your freedom 
and independence are dearer to me than all else. 

“And another thing—I want you to write to me and 
please don't be angry with me if I am mistaken. Was 
1 right in guessing that you were attracted by ‘Tsvetu- 
khin? If it is so, I can’t have anything against it, and if 
not I'll be even happier than before and I will hope that 
we shall be together some day. I have been thinking all 
this over. 

“This is all I shal) say about you at present. You > 
should write more to me about yourself, I want to know 
everything. I have written a great deal about myself to 
my mother and asked her to read the letters to you if 
you would like to hear them. | 

“And still another thing. On the journey someone 
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bought me dried apples instead of tobacco—I don't smoke 
—at a station. They were wrapped in a bit of newspa- 
per. That was how I found out that Tolstoy was dead. 
Write to me and tell me how you took his death and 
how people in general took it. I have thought a lot about 
it and I came to the conclusion that he is among my 
Great Men. I remember our conversation, and in general 
I remember everything, everything about you! I have 
sent Mother a list of the books I need. Write to me. 
Kirill.” 

The hand that held the letter dropped. The colour 
flooded Lisa’s face, the darkened wet eyes glowed; she 
stared before her unwinkingly. 

‘Should I go?” Annochka asked in a scared tone. 

Lisa made no answer. Life was centred for her now 
at a depth she had never suspected in herself and she 
imagined that she needed nothing but that tumultuous 
soul that shook her very life. 

But when the old servant peeped anxiously into the 
kitchen, Lisa hastily hid the letter in her bosom, and 
asked in a whisper: 

“Ts he awake?” 

“I don’t know, but it seems to me Victor Semyono- 
vich is quieter now,” the old woman whispered behind 
the door. 

It was then that Lisa with a start noticed Annochka 
and waved her away with both hands. 

“What are you waiting for? Run along now, and 
come to see me some other time.” 

"Shall I tell Vera Nikandrovna anything or will you 
tell her yourself?” Annochka asked, hunching her shoul- 
ders up to her ears and showing with all her might 
that she fully understood the seeret she wag let into. 
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“PH tell her myself! Everything myself! Lisa re- 
plied, waving her away and hurrying out of the kitchen. 

She stole softly to the bedroom door and listened. 
Vitenka was snoring but on a lower scale. Lisa opened 
one half of the double door. The room was in semi- 
darkness. Her husband lay sprawled out on his back. 
The white lacy nightgown lay over an armchair. “Just 
like the dead Queen of Spades,” Lisa thought, recalling 
her dream, but when it came back to her, she found 
she could not but evoke the impressions and details 
with which she had fallen asleep that night and once 
again she saw Tsvetukhin’s dark face, his burning eyes, 
and felt an overpowering desire to re-read that place in 
the letter where Kirill spoke of him. 

Sitting down by the window, she went over the whole 
letter, reading scraps here and there, trying to analyse 
it with a mind that was still in a turmoil. She tried to 
answer herself as collectedly as she could: was she to 
blame, ought she to blame herself?—but for a long 
time she could form no adequate reply nor understand 
what she was asking herself. She stared through the 
window at the snow, and tangled phrases recurred in 
disorder, expressing better than all her questions the 
life of the soul that had overwhelmed her at her first 
reading of the letter: the great long Russian winter.... 
“Awaking early, Tatiana saw the snow making the court- 
yard and the rooftree white,”... I will still hope that 
we shall be together some day... he is among my Great 
Men... you will never make a merchant’s wife... still 
... still—the Queen of Spades! 

“Good heavens, how am I to blame!” Lisa whispered, 
laying her cheek helplessly on the window sill, like a 
child. 
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Little by little she gol a grip on her thoughts and 
realized with an aching bitterness that by doing her 
duty, first by her father, then by her husband, fearing 
to transgress the duty inculcated from childhood, and 
impressed on her, she had gone against her duty to 
herself, a duty unknown to anyone, but infinitely bigger 
and more important than all. And although Kirill, very 
nobly and as courageously as he could, had released her 
from her dutv, she felt she was the transgressor of love, 
because her love had never ceased to live in her, as 
strong now as hefore. 

She was conscious of a burning anxiely to soften this 
sentence over herself and knew that it would be softened, 
or perhaps even collapse, before a new and_ higher 
duty, never before experienced—now that she was ex- 
pecting a child, but she found this no relief; only her 
sensations, as though laid bare hv suffering, told her 
that no power on earth could change anything now. 

And then the tears, passionate and inexhaustible, 
flowed down her cheeks and she did not wipe them away 
but still crouched there defenceless, with her face on 
the tear-wet window sill, clasping the crumpled letter to 
her breast. 


* 38 * 


WHEN THE FIRST sleighs were out Alexander Pastukhov 
departed from his native town. His luggage had been 
sent on to St. Petersburg beforehand, so he was travelling 
light, with a valise and a Gladstone bag. 

The driver drove his sleigh in fine’style, the sound 
of the horse’s spleen and the plop of the clots of snow 
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on the sleigh-front could be heard. The wind, like drift+ 
ing sand, whipped the colour into Pastukhov's full cheeks 
and stung them. He wore a high beaver cap but his 
coat was open at the throat; he looked about him in 
relief—the sense of freedom animated him with its vi- 
tality afftd newness, As he was driven up the long street 
which stretched fike a white ribbon to the station, he 
kept looking at both sides, at the houses—practically 
all familiar—and he was saying a last mental farewell 
to them with a happy smile, rather stiff and cracked 
from the wind. “Well, that’s that, I'm finished with 
the old ancestral home,” he thought to himself, “good- 
bye forever, or at any rate, till better times!” Yet, in- 
voluntarily, he kept finding something clusively pleasant 
in the past, and, delighted though he was at going away, 
he felt a pang of regret that the past was gone, never to 
return. 

As he drove by the jail, he turned away and stared 
at the other side of the street, until the seemingly end- 
less prison wall was left hehind. He sometimes wondered 
at this peculiar trait in himself—this careful protection 
of himself from unpleasant impressions: his cyes did 
not like to look at distressing things. 

The university was half covered with scaffolding, 
veiled with long streamers of snow. Outside the bar- 
racks the soldiers, in their shirt-sleeves, were briskly clear- 
ing the snow off the pavements, [n front of the rail- 
way station the cabbies drove noiselessly away from the 
entrance and drew up in a line, their horses more dis- 
tinct in colour now against the snow. 

Pastukhov did not call a porter, but, carrying his 
bags, went slowly towards the first-class waiting room. 
There were not.many people here; officers were drink- 
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ing strong tea at a long table, with palms on it, a mer- 
chant was eating scalding hot cabbage soup, ladies in 
long cloaks were carrying on excited conversations with 
porters, a large family had settled down around an open 
basket and a nurse, breaking up a spiced cake, was dis- 
tributing it among the children. They were all if winter 
clothes, and the warmth, permeated with the smell of 
food and cigarettes, deepened the atmosphere of win- 
tertime. 

Tsvetukhin and Mefody came forward to meet Pas- 
tukhov, shaking their heads reproachfully as much as 
to say—there you are, deserting us, you traitor, and we 
have to stay here and envy you your happiness! They 
relieved him of the valise and Gladstone bag and sat 
down at a small table not far from the imposing bar, 
flanked and embellished by large decorative plants. They 
looked at each other and smiled, each thinking of him- 
self and of what the other might be thinking of him. 
Then Pastukhov rubbed his hand over his face, chilled 
with the frost, and said in a pleased tone: 

“Nice weather, isn’t it? Well, what about a farewell 
drink?” Tsvetukhin looked up at the clock over the bar. 

‘There are forty minutes yet.” 

They ordered Nezhinsk rowanberry vodka and meat 
cakes, then lit their cigarettes. 

A gendarme in an overcoat down to the floor passed 
with a clink of spurs, leaving behind a smell of rough 
cloth and kerosene. Pastukhov snorted, made the sign of 
the cross just above his stomach, and muttered: 

“Lord deliver us!” 

The three laughed and took up the glasses that had 
been filled by the waiter. 

“In cases like this,” said Pastukhov, after a drink, 
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“it is pleasant to look back and, as one may say, draw 
lessons from the past. When I come to think of it, what 
downright decent fellows you are! It’s the greatest pity 
we have to part. You know, Ive lived with you long 
enough for a man to be born in the world. We've gone 
together to the very brink of the abyss and have not plunged 
down into it. We've learned, we may say, that mir- 
acles do happen. But do we understand ourselves better 
than we did before the miracle—that’s the question?”’ 

“It isn’t enough to understand,” Mefody said. 

“Wisely remarked,” Pastukhov said approvingly. “It 
isn’t enough to understand, but still one must under- 
stand. Sometimes, in these months, I have felt the waft of 
the dark wings over my neck. I have asked myself: why 
should people want to push me headlong into the pit? 
And I could find only one word in answer: accident. 
Then the trouble blew over. The wings of my grand- 
mother’s favourite guardian angel were spread over my 
defenceless back as in my childhood. | ask myself—why 
sheuld I have been spared? And again [ answer: accident. 
And now I sit looking at us three and thinking that some 
incomprehensible reagents are working within us. When 
some combine, as in your case, at least, Egor, you 
get your flying kites or your violin. Were others to com- 
bine, you would have started to distribute leaflets on the 
riverside. It’s all sheer accident.” 

“Maybe I’m an actor by accident too?” Egor Pavlo- 
vich asked gloomily. 

“Yes, indeed!” Mefody said in a hurt tone. 

“That’s not the point—that you’re an actor, I’m a 
playwright, and he’s a chorister.” 

“Why a chorister all of a sudden?” Mefody demand- 
ed, offended. 
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“Well, not a chorister, then, but a theological stu- 
dent—it doesn’t matter. The point is—why are we ai! 
singing our respective tunes in our goaty baritones?”’ 

“Well?” Mefody prompted crossly. 

“That's just it—why? Never mind pretending you're 
wounded in your best feelings. Fill the glasses.” 

They drank and, munching their cakes, sat looking 
at each other in silence, realizing that no difference 
could estrange them at this moment. 

“We all have days,” Pastukhov went on, “when we 
cast about from morning till evening for something to do. 
You start writing verses, you drop in on a friend, you 
trifle with a girl. And before you know where you are, 
it’s time to go to bed. Sometimes [’m afraid that old age 
will creep on you like this. And somewhere, hard by, 
someone is forging our future for us, and, through the 
wild untrodden woods, torn and bleeding, pushes on 
towards the goal.” 

He paused, glanced out of the window, and added: 

“T mean some.good-for-nothing boy.” 

“Conscience has the claws of a beast,” Tsvetukhin 
smiled. He, too, looked out of the window. 

A light snow was falling, such as is sometimes seen 
on a quiet windless day, when the first flakes seem 
pensive, wondering whether to fall or not, all but pause 
in the limpid air, hang imponderable for a moment, then 
fall uncertainly to earth, yielding place to others as capri- 
cious and delicate. 

“Tve been thinking about that,” Tsvetukhin said 
Slowly, “and it seemed to me that we took those absurd 
accusations as hardly as we did because—you know 
‘why. If we had not been accused by mistake but deserved- 
ly, for actually having been mixed up in something, 
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then we would have found it easier, don’t you think?” 

“How true that is!” the faithful Mefody exclaimed. 

, “The mistake was, perhaps, that we were not doing 

the things we were accused of?” | 

Pastukhov treated Egor to a_ penetrating scrutiny, 
then suddenly burst out laughing. | 

“Playing a part again? And rather overdoing it! And 
in general, I must say, | somehow don’t like you. Tol- 
stoy must have been talking about you when he said that 
a man who had been tried in a court of law had a partic- 
ularly noble cast of countenance.” 


They all Idughed, filled their glasses, and Pastukhov 
raised his higher than before. 

“We live too much in the mind, my friends. I want 
to drink to our participation in life, less in the mind and 
more in the body!” 

Mefody was the first to drain his glass to this, but, 
after a grunt or two, asked with an air of profound sig- 
nificance: 

“In what sense, exactly, do you mean Rat?” 

“In the sense, theologian, that we are all just idlers, 
understand? Loungers. Far nobler would it have been 
if we had spent those months in the company of good 
women. I can see by your Lenten face, Egor, that a 
lofty and beautiful creature is what you most lack.” 

“What makes you think I lack one?” Tsvetukhin 
asked with a queer earnestness. 

“Exactly,” Mefody supported him. “Why make these 
rash surmises?”’ 

Pastukhov set aside the glass he had not yet finished. 
He fancied he saw something lost and bewildered in 
Tsvelukhin’s expression, as though he was scared to the 
point of superstition. 
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“Has anything happened?” 

“It certainly has,” Mefody assented with a sigh. 

“Agnia Lvovna has turned up again,” Tsvetukhin said 
quickly, with an awkward, almost shamefaced smile. 

“Why have you kept so quiet about it?” Pastukhov 
exclaimed, jumping up and then sitting down heavily. 
“But it seems impossible!” 

“We didn't want to spoil everything and put you in a 
bad humour,” Tsvetukhin admitted reluctantly, turning 
away to the window again. 

“And why should it be impossible?” Mefody contin- 
wed in the same tone. “You have to know the charac- 
ter-actress Agnia Perevoshchikova. She turned up with her 
suitcases, her hatboxes, a smoked fish, a jar of honey and 
some faded flowers, dumped them al] down in a heap, 
burst into tears, kissed him and—there she was—hang- 
ing up her old playbills on the wall, trying her contral- 
to, demanding that Egor should fix her up at the theatre, 
and driving me out of the room. All complete—like the 
first act of a farce.” 

“Oh, to hell with all that!” Tsvetukhin interrupted 
in a low tone and raised his hand as though about to 
thump the table. But he paused, picked up the bottle 
with an attentive look, and then glanced at Pastukhov 
with eyes that suddenly softened. “This is a long story, 
and hardly suitable for a railway station. Alexander, say 
what the last toast is to be—and that’s the end. The 
second bell’s gone.” 

“Yes, the second bell,” Pastukhoy said slowly, it 
seemed he was trying to understand what the words 
meant, but failed. “Well, let’s drink to the woman we are 
jooking for and not the woman who is looking for us!” 

“A cruel toast,” Mefody remarked, “you are depriving 
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the woman you drink to of the great pleasure of looking. 
for us!” 

Hastily paying their bills, they made their way out of 
“the refreshment room in the midst of the sudden gener- 
al bustle and went on to the platform. When the luggage 
was placed in the carriage, and they had seen that 
cyervthing was right for the journey, they all three left 
the carriage again. 

Under the roof of the platform, snowflakes were fly- 
ing, sprinkling the anxious faces with their ephemeral 
traces. The last handtruck with mail was rushed past 
with the usual shouts of ‘way please!’ Gendarmes ap- 
peared on the scene and stationed themselves at either 
end. 

“We didn’t have very long together at the station,” 
Mefody remarked. 

“We didn't even drink to art,’ Egor added mourn- 
fully. 

“Art, art!” Pastukhov mocked, “you can never set- 
tle everything in art, Just as you can never say every- 
thing in love. Art without misunderstandings is like a 
banquet where nobody gets tipsy.” _ 

“Be sure and write that down, make a note of it in 
your little red book,” Mefody exclaimed. 

“It often seems to me that this notebook of mine is 
full of pointless information. And now I have come to 
believe that the chief thing is to have an aim in life.” 

‘‘And I don’t seem to believe in anything any more,” 
Tsvetukhin said, in the samc apologetic tone. “I don’t 
think T even believe that the earth revolves around the 
sun.” 

“Yes, Agnia Lvovna has been a hard blow,” Mefody 
said, nodding his head sympathetically. “But somchow, 
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my dear Egor, when all’s said and done, it’s of no great 
importance whether a man believes that the earth 
revolves or not. [t has.no effect either on the earth or 
the man.” 

Pastukhov leaned over and gave Mefody a hearty 
kiss. 

‘Socrates!’ he gasped right into the broken bridge of 
the nose. 

“A fool talks sense oftener than a wise man talks 
foolishness,” Mefody returned, obviously flattered. ‘That's 
why the wise are so much more boring than the fools. 
More monotonous, anyway.” 

Pastukhov embraced Tsvetukhin., 

“Now you sce, Egor, you'd betfer not try to be {too 
clever. Don't fret.” 

He had just time to kiss both his friends again and 
quite happy, jump onto the step of the train. They al} 
took off their hats. 

“Take care of each other, fellow-muzhiks,” Pastukhov 
called out from the train. 

“We're inseparable!’ Mefody shouted back. “We've 
got the same saint’s day—Egor and Mefody!” 

“Don't forget us!” Tsvetukhin shouted, raising both 
hands. 

“See, you don't forget me, you two muzhiks!” and 
Pastukhov waved his heavy fur cap. 

Mefody mopped his face with his handkerchief and 
put on his hat. The engine was enveloping carriage 
after carriage in a shaggy white fur coat of steam and 
Pastukhov was swallowed up in it. Mefody took Egor’s 
cap from his hand, put it on his snow-sprinkled black 
head, turned him gently and led him away. 

They hired a cab and drove to the theatre. Mefody 
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hept his arm caressingly around Egor and held him 
tightly. Every now and again he would cough anxiously, 
trving to read in his friend’s glance the faintest trace of 
a change in his mood. But Tsvetukhim’s thoughts were 
running on one thing. 

“It was interesting... what Pastukhov said about 
art,’ Mefody ventured at last. 

Egor Tsvetukhin did not -answer. 

They were driving through shabby side streets, star- 
fling flocks of sparrows and daws from the roadway. 
logs dashed out from the wicket gates, raced after the 
sleigh, barking without any particular fury but more 
from enjoyment of a pleasant duly promptly performed 
and ran hack briskly and cheerfully. The frame houses, 
illumined by the sun, took on a varied colouring agains! 
the snow and first seemed to run to meet the sleigh, then 
swiftly glided past, as though recoiling in fright from the 
whistling speed of the horse. 

“What did you say?” Tsvetukhin asked suddenly. 

“12... That... er....” Mefody was taken aback for 
a moment. “I was talking about Pastukhov. He was 
right about art, wasn’t he?” 

But Tsvetukhin, his chin buried in his collar, had fall- 
en into a reverie again. It was only when they were 
within sight of Theatre Square that he roused him- 
self at last and said, as though continuing the conversa- 
tion: 

““That’s an old theory of Alexander’s. Once he was 
explaining something to me about the belfry of Ivan 
the Great and a matchbox. Of course, he said, you can’t 
set on without a box of matches, whereas Ivan the Great 
is no earthly use to anyone: you can’t light the stove or 
your pipe with it. Yet anyone in the world who would 
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look at Ivan the Great would say at once that this was 
Moscow, this was Russia. And he would rattle the match- 
box once to see if there was anything in it, and if 
there wasn't, he would throw it away.” 

He unfastened the fur slcigh rug, alighted from the 
vehicle, and, as they went up the steps to the theatre, 
he concluded in a decided tone: 

“We're going to build our belfry.” 

Then he sighed. 

“It’s a pity Alexander has gone away just now. He 
would have been the greatest help to me.” 

“What about me?” Mefody pounced on him. “The 
both of us? Don’t you think we two could manage your 
trouble?” 

Tsvetukhin squeezed his elbow. 

‘Thanks, schoolmate.” 

With their arms around each other’s shoulders, they 
went behind the scenes. 

Rehearsals were going on—a new actress was playing 
in an adaptation of Anna Karenina. The stage manager, 
anew man, was nervous and querulous. He had evidently 
resolved to take the bull by the horns and often raised 
his voice in displeasure. The curtain was up, the auditori- 
um, chilled by the first frosts, yawned darkly before 
them. Its emptiness looked watchful and mysterious. 
Something went wrong, the cast kept repeating and 
making a mess of their cues. 

Suddenly the producer turned sharply towards the 
auditorium and called aut: 

“Who is there?” 

They all listened, peering into the darkness. 

“Didn't I say there mustn't be anyone in the theatre!” 
he shouted again, then listened. 
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“You must have just imagined it,” Uhe tragedian said 
languidly. 

“You think I'm = drunk? | tell you I distinctly heard 
a cough out there.” 

There was dead silence and immediately a_ stifled 
cough came from the row of seats. 

“IT won't allow anyone to make fun of me during 
work,” the manager yelled, rushing off the stage. 

At the same time several of the actors, the younger 
or livelier element, appeared in various parts of the au- 
ditorium and moved among the rows of seats. 

“There! There!” g hollow voice exclaimed. 

‘Nonsense! There isn’t a soul! here!" 

“Look, someone’s hiding over there!” 

“Yes, there he is, look in the fourth row!” 

“No, in the fifth! Under the chair, can’t you see?” 

“Turn on the lights! Turn on the lights!” 

They could all make out now a white patch in the 
middle of the row and, delighted at the unexpected di- 
version in rehearsals, formed a noisy, excited ring. 

‘“‘Aha-al” a sepulchral bass boomed. 

“Aha-a!l” was echoed in various voices. 

“‘Aha-a! You're caught!” came in a horrified chorus. 

Then loud laughter soared inthe echoing heights, and 
the crowd swept the victim towards the exit. 

“You're caught!” the gay crowd chanted and yelled, 
highly amused, as, envircling the victim solidly, they 
tumbled through the narrow door leading to the stage. 

“I see nothing amusing at all,” the stage manager 
protested, trying to push through the ring and see what 
they had caught. | 

“Whal’s the matter? Who is this?” 

The actors fell silent at once and made way, and 
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the manager saw a little girl, who covered her face 
with her smal! hands. Her short flaxen pigtail stuck out, 
her frock only reached to her knees, and one of her 
red woollen stockings had slid down, 

“Who is this?” the shocked stage manager demandcd. 

“Why, it’s Annochka!” an old actress exclaimed, 
affectionately. 

“This is our Annochka!” the actors chimed in cho- 
rus. “It’s our errand girl! The volunteer messenger, An- 
nochka!” 

“It doesn’t matter who it is,” the stage manager 
snapped. “Nobody gave you the right to upset the the- 
alre arrangements. The theatre isn't child’s play, you 
know. Remember that.” 

He clapped his hands and turned away. 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen!” 

“Well, this has brightened us up!” the tragedian 
drawled approvingly, as he came on to the stage with the 
rest. 

Tsvetukhin went up to Annochka. She was. still 
standing there, motionless, unable to take her hands 
away from her face. Her shoulders twitched from time to 
time. 

“You're surely not crying, are you?” Egor Tsvetu- 
khin asked, stooping and putting his arms around the 
Sharp, quivering shoulders. “Why, you naughity little 
girl, this isn’t a bit like you! What are you crying for, 
tell me?” 

He led her away and, sitting down on the iron steps 
of the staircase, sel her between his knees. 

“Whatever is the matter, eh?” 

He took her hands and parted them gently. Her 
face was almost indistinguishable now from the flaxen 
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hair, even her lips were white, as though she had been 
plunged into chill waters. 

“Well, what's the matter, tell me?” 

“I got a fright,” she murmured inaudibly. 

He smiled, looking into her large heavy eyes, teur- 
washed to a deep and shining blue. He stroked and 
patted her back. 

“You little siren!” 

“I'm not a siren,” she replied promptly. 

“Oh, so you remember where you heard that 
first?” 

“Yes, I remember quite well.” 

“It's a good thing you do,” he chuckled, shaking his 
head. After a moment's pause, he added: “I remember, 
too.” 

He stared somewhere away from her, with what 
seemed a displeased, disapproving glance. 

“Look here,” he asked, squeezing her more firmly 
between his knees. “Tell me one thing. Why do you 
hang around the theatre?” 

She said nothing. 

“Now what's the matter, why can’t you open your 
mouth, tell me?” 

But Annochka hung her head again. 

“You ought to be going to school instead of scurrying 
about the theatre like a mouse. Well, why don’t you say 
something?” 

“Maybe I'll be going to Vera Nikandrovna to live, and 
she'll teach me,” Annochka mumbled, without raising 
her head. 

‘And then you won’t come here any more? Lost 
your tongue again? Perhaps I should say it for you, eh? 
Shall 1? All right, I will. Perhaps you come because you 
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want to be an actress when you grow up, is that it? 
I've guessed it, have 1?” 

He took her small chin and turned her resisting face 
up to his. 

Annochka's face was suddenly flooded with deep 
crimson, she looked at him in desperate fright. Then, 
suddenly leaning towards him as though she was falling, 
she almost touched his cheek, but recoiled, tore herself 
from between his knees and, clearing the various proper: 
lies that were [ving around them, ran away without 
looking back. 

She picked up her shawl and jacket as she ran, 
threw them round ber shoulders anvhow, and dashed out 
into the street. After she had run round the theatre build- 
ing, she glanced back to assure herself that no one was 
Following her. Then she pulled on the jacket, wrapped 
her shaw] around her head, and pulled up the stocking 
that had slid down. Reassured, she looked back once 
more and, as though tor the first time, saw the great 
blue-grev building that she haunted, she knew not why. 

The building towered in the middle of a spotless 
white square, its row of doors, unlike those of any other 
building, securcly locked. A broad baleony supported) by 
iron columns hung over those doors, each column bear- 
ing a pair of lamps, bent like an elbow. High over the 
haleony rose the roofs, first a narrow one, then a wider, 
and so on—a multitude of roofs of different sizes, some 
like the peaks of caps, others like belts, and the top- 
most like a great umbrella. They were all covered with 
a level layer of snow, which made the building look as 
clear-cut as a drawing on smooth, shiny paper. It must 
have been the largest of all houses Annochka had ever 
seen. 
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She trotted across the square, across the snow field, 
raising her knees high as she went and leaving the 
tracks of her big boots—they were her mother’s—and 
when she reached the middle of the snowy. space, she 
glanced back once more and made up her mind that this 
was the very largest building of all. She thought for a few 
moments, aind made up her mind that it was the most 
beautiful, too, 

She did not look round any more, and, having crossed 
the square, went at tho pace of grown-up people who are 
aware that they have urgent matters and obligations 
weighing on thei. 


